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PROLOGO 


Susana Cordero de Espinosa 


La fotografia es la forma del silencio. Acalla actitudes, 
sentimientos, soledades, pasos; acalla la palabra misma para 
que siga siendo la que fue aquella vez, diciéndose tal cual, 
inagotablemente. 

En infinitas fotografias se suceden infinitos silencios, 
todos distintos, desde el instante detenido. Pues todo 
instante que se detiene, calla, mientras la vida muestra cOmo 
el silencio es la mas vigorosa forma de comunicacidn. Asi, 
este libro — conocimiento hecho de silencio, de instantes 
inmovilizados en la vida de Pablo Corral entregado a mirar 
mas alla de sf mismo — nos dice tanto en estas imdge- 
nes recogidas a lo largo de veinticinco afios de mirar para 
aprender a mirar; de apasionarse por la naturaleza y por la 
gente; de sofiar los suefios de los otros. 

En cada escena silenciada y mil veces expresiva, esta 
el artista que las hizo. Esta el protagonismo de paisajes, 
personajes, sucesos detenidos.Y estamos nosotros, obser 
vadores tampoco inocentes. 

Tal triple conjuncidn ilusoriamente simultanea de fotd- 
grafo, tema y observador recrea universos, recrea el universo. 
La mirada pulida y pudorosa de Pablo, dotada de un ‘olfato’ 
seguro, atrevida y presente, se desafia a sf misma, se mira a 
sf misma; se exige, se exalta y permanece en cada una de 
las fotografias y desde ellas nos mira. El instante, captado 
una vez por su mirada tras la camara, reservado para un 


siempre que nos supera, esta. Y nosotros, que tentados por 
su universo, creemos ver lo que vemos y sentir lo que la 
escena nos inspira..., nos sensibilizamos, gozamos, sufri- 
mos; nos rebelamos, amamos, creamos, a tenor del esti- 
mulo estético: el ser detenido del suceso, de la piedra, de 
la nube, de la pluma y la sonrisa, del gesto de amor o de 
melancolia... Nosotros estamos. 

“3Qué hay en una rosa?”...""jNo la toquéis ya mas!”’, dijo 
el poeta. ;Qué hay en una foto? Cuanto desde ella nos 
llega; lo que el artista mird y detuvo, para proponérnoslo 
como desafio; lo que nosotros intuimos o inventamos al 
azar de cuanto la foto nos sugiere: triada que solo puede 
ser traducida por el silencio."‘No la toquéis ya mas’... 

Lejos, las arduas discusiones sobre el valor de suge- 
rencia de la foto en blanco y negro, y la frivolidad que 
los puristas encuentran en el color de la fotografia, en el 
‘minimo esfuerzo’ que le atribuyen. En este caso, no tienen 
razon. La realidad es a colores; captarla tal cual no es 
traicionarla. Cada color es expresién, sugerencia, vida y 
también muerte.Y en cuanto a la perfeccidn que la técnica 
procura, nada seria sin el ojo que crea, sin el sentido esté- 
tico previsor, sin el espiritu que Ilena cada escena de su 
propio, magnifico silencio. 

Desde luego, el instante detenido en la fotografia nos 
habla por sf mismo. A tal punto puede ser intenso, que no 


necesitamos palabras, aAadidos, Justificaciones ni explicacién 
ninguna sobre él: la anécdota, el paisaje, el dolor; la alegria, la 
luz y la sombra nos hablan. 

Podemos, si, buscar al artista tras las fotografias, en el 
porqué de su eleccidn. ;Por qué quiso mostrarnos este 
paisaje y no otro? jPor qué, este pais, de entre los incon- 
tables que ha recorrido y ha mirado? jEstas personas qué 
hacen? ;Por qué se hallan aqui? ;Quiénes son? ;Cudles son 
los temas preferidos en los que podemos agrupar, quizas, 
estas Imagenes? 

Llama la atencidn lo reiterado de ciertos motivos. 
Como en los cuadros flamencos el umbroso interior del 
hogar o en los de Botero las atormentadas y deleitosas 
formas de la carne, en estas fotografias reposa, mas alla 
del paisaje cuya belleza justifica mil acercamientos, la coti- 
dianidad en los mas simples hechos: el juego, la infancia; 
el viento, el mar el rio coprotagonistas de escenas de la 
vida sencilla —— paseos gozosos al atardecer camboyano, 
comidas campestres © a la orilla del mar, ropa pobre y 
limpia que se hincha con la brisa. En lo cotidiano, ;c6mo no 
habrian de reiterarse las mujeres, JOvenes madres alertas, 
priostes de rostro virginal, caras adustas de triste y serena 
seriedad, expresivas en su valiente pobreza, mujeres de 
cada dia, guardianas de la vida y de la muerte, especta- 
doras sabias del dolor y de la ruina; orantes, reflexivas, o 
felices y bellamente frivolas en la exaltacidn de la Juventud 
y del amor, en el milagro de la danza y de la desnudez? 
Mujeres que sellan y dan sentido de milagro a cada acto 
rutinario. Madres, hermanas, hijas; adolescentes calidas, 
abuelas de rostro misericordioso, en su piel la ensefanza 
de todas las vidas. 

Hombres que suefian en la mujer distante, y quiza 
también, en la mujer distinta. En cada ambito asumen 


actitudes idénticas. La fruicidn de un cigarrillo y el misterio 
del humo que se evade en el aire: colores, nubes nuevas 
surgen desde las bocas. Miradas que se alejan. El hombre 
y el trabajo de cada dia y la preocupacion y la pobreza, y 
el amor... 

Se silencia el instante, para que hable para siempre... 
Los jugadores de bdsquet en quién sabe qué vieja, pobre 
cancha, la sombra de Ia pelota en Ia pared, mientras la alegria 
rebota hasta el cielo. Sdbanas al viento, ropa al viento, la mujer 
que lava, el perro callejero... Los frailejones en el paramo, y 
las tangueras que, lejos, al sur, esperan, cabellos tefidos de 
rubio, rostros azarados por la vida, al tanguero que pasa, que 
mira, que no se detiene... Juntas, ellas sostienen hombro con 
hombro el peso de su soledad, sonrien tras las mesas, comen- 
tan, conocen. 

El instante detenido de cada foto nos permite repetir, 
volver a ellas hasta sentir la textura del adobe en los dedos, 
los ojos deslumbrados en el blanco de los muros o en el 
de algun vestido de fiesta pobre, el viento en los parpados. 
El silencio del instante dice tanto, dispone de tal modo las 
cosas, los susurros, las ansias... Su gracia nos procura regre- 
sar a las imagenes y a partir de ellas, reconstruir ese mundo 
y la mirada que en aquél se detuvo. 

Cada foto nos atrae y nos apresa en inmovilidad solo 
aparente. Cumple, en este sentido, la misién que Alain atri- 
buye a la belleza:‘‘lo bello nos detiene’. Lo he experimen- 
tado de modo particular aqui, en cada imagen de estos 
veinticinco afios donde todo detalle nos pide detenernos. 
Pero, ademas, he de agradecer que en este libro lo bello 
llena el alma, plenamente. Nos detiene y colma. 

La belleza tampoco necesita ser dicha para contenernos, 
pero nosotros, mortales y borrosas imagenes atravesadas de 
tiempo, necesitamos, paraddjicamente, traducir la impresion 


que la fotografia nos causd; apelar a la ambigledad de la 
palabra para cumplir la vasta pretensi6n de desambiguarla. 
Me pregunto por qué escribo; quizd solamente para 
encontrar las razones_ de callar 

Y tenemos — tengo — derecho a fabricar ilusiones 
cuando asisto al amor de Pablo en la mirada del mucha- 
cho enamorado que mira a la chica a quien corteja; a su 
deseo, en el deseo de la pareja tanguera cuyas mejillas 
juntas culminan la unidn fugaz del cuerpo con el cuerpo; 
en ese paso detenido que fue un instante y ya no es, como 
el deseo. Asisto a su soledad en la montafia agreste, en 
las heladas cumbres azules de pura belleza sin aditamen- 
tos. Asisto a su pasado que evoca, en esta seleccién hecha 
con humildad tan verdadera — doblemente humildad que 
es, a la vez, verdad y, ala vez, cierta —. jVa Pablo hacia la 
luz © deja que la luz penetre en él? En apariencia, hay dos 
momentos en aquel que es uno solo: la mirada es mirada 
por el objeto que mira; el objeto mira la mirada con que 
es mirado. Mirada y objeto se unen en el momento Unico, 
intimo, violento y vulnerable del clic que los dispensa.Y el 
resultado de este doble mirar es una imagen que se ignora 
a sf misma y nos llega tachonada de incertidumbre, para 
permitirnos atisbar el fondo de aquello que dijo Rilke: ‘La 
belleza es el grado de lo terrible que los seres humanos 
podemos soportar’... 

Dejémonos alertar por esta fiesta de color, este mila- 
gro de cotidianidad, estos paisajes del alma. Profundamente, 
duelen. Su belleza nos transmite lo efimero de la belleza. Su 
juventud, lo pasajero de un tiempo que, a fuerza de estar 
siendo, esta dejandonos de ser, pues somos nuestro tiempo: 
somos tiempo. Este tiempo, su tiempo, el tiempo de cada 
imagen es la alegria del dolor en el alma. Es, felizmente toda- 
via, ese grado de lo terrible —pasar, dejar de ser, sofar en 


seguir siendo lo que ya, definitivamente no se es — que 
nuestro corazon aun puede tolerar... 

Es mas: necesitamos de esa bella exigencia para empe- 
zar a ser verdaderamente. Al abrir un libro de poesia, de 
poesia verdadera, jcudntas veces hemos sentido la necesi- 
dad de volver a cerrarlo sobre la estrofa balbuciente, herida 
de creacidn! Cuantas hemos experimentado una especie de 
culpabilidad secreta porque no pudimos tolerar su lectura. 
Cuantas, volvimos a abrir el libro en aquella pagina y voltea- 
mos la hoja anhelando ser capaces de recrear el poema en 
el miedo y la incertidumbre de tanta bella evidencia... Lo 
mismo sucedid con estas fotografias. Cuando las vi junto a 
Pablo, habria querido detenerme en cada una, pero sentia 
miedo. Miedo a no soportar tanta alegria, tanta tristeza, 
tanta mirada, tanta Juventud, tanto desvalimiento. 

jLa palabra! jLas silenciosas imagenes que dicen tanto y 
todo, ‘predestinadas del equivoco”. jSon ellas o es nuestra 
mirada la que jamas encontrara la univocidad, la que marca 
de equivocacidn el universo y desesperada por comunicar, 
solo transmite su propia impotencia? 

Como milagro que conjura la duda, sohamos en que 
existen evidencias como la ternura, la amistad, la suave y 
grata belleza de ciertos momentos, de ciertas imagenes y 
de algunas palabras. Y aunque la fotografia confirme que el 
mundo no es mas que ilusién, que los momentos que captd 
dejaron de ser el mismo instante en que fueron, estamos 
aqui, dispuestos a sentir al paso de estas paginas, al conjuro 
de estos rostros, la penosa y agradecida incertidumbre de 
nuestras pobres — bellas — certezas humanas. 


Cumbaya, junio 17 del 2007 
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Rio de Janeiro, Brasil (2005) 


PROLOGUE 


Susana Cordero de Espinosa 


Photography is the shape of silence. It silences attitudes, 
emotions, solitudes, steps; it silences words themselves, so 
that they can go on being what they once were, speaking 
themselves inexhaustibly. 

In infinite photographs, infinite silences follow one 
upon another, all different, even the instant that has been 
frozen. Because every instant that is halted in that way stops 
speaking, while life shows that silence is the most vigorous 
form of communication. And thus the images in this book 
— knowledge shaped from silences, from immobilized instants 
in the life of Pablo Corral, who is devoted to looking beyond 
himself — speak to us of so many things, things learned and 
gathered in the course of twenty-five years of looking in 
order to learn by looking, of being impassioned by nature 
and by people, of dreaming other people's dreams. 

In each silenced yet ineffably expressive scene there 
is the artist who captured it, there are landscapes, figures, 
events frozen in time, and there are the viewers. 

This triple, deceptively simultaneous conjunction of 
photographer, subject, and observer recreates universes, 
recreates the universe. Pablo's polished, self-effacing gaze, 
endowed with an unerring ‘‘nose,” always there, always daring, 
challenges ttself, reflects upon itself, makes demands upon ttself, 
and remains in every one of the photographs, and from them 
looks out at us. The instant, captured by the gaze behind the 


camera, reserved for a forever that will stretch on long after us, 
is there. And we, seduced by his universe, seeing what we see 
and feeling what the scene inspires in us, are sensitized — we 
thrill, we suffer, we rebel, we love, we believe, as the aesthetic 
stimulus — be tt event, stone, cloud, feather smile, gesture of 
love, or melancholy — demands. We, too, are there. 

“What's in a rose?”’ Nobel laureate Juan Ramén Jiménez 
asked. “Don't touch it anymore!”... What's in a photograph? 
Everything it gives us, or that we take from it; that thing 
the artist looked at and froze, as a challenge to our senses; 
everything we intuit or invent from what the photo suggests 
to us.A triad that can be translated only by silence. “Don't 
touch It anymore!”’... 

Remote, those long arguments about the value of 
suggestion in black-and-white photography, remote the 
frivolity that purists find in the colors of digital photography, 
the “minimal effort” they ascribe to it. In this case, they're 
wrong. Reality comes to us in living color; capturing it as 
it is can hardly be called betrayal. Each color is expression, 
suggestion, life, and also death. And as for the perfection 
sought after by technique, there would be nothing without 
the creating eye, the aesthetic sense, the spirit that fills every 
scene of this magnificent silence. 

The instant frozen in a photograph speaks for itself, of 
course. Can be so intense, in fact, that we need no words, 


additions, justifications, or explanations: the anecdote, the 
landscape, the pain, the happiness, the light, the shade speak. 

We can, though, look for the artist behind the 
photographs, in the reasons for his selection. Why did he 
want to show us this landscape and not another? Why this 
country, of all the countless countries he has traveled through 
and looked at? These people — what are they doing? Why 
are they here, in this place first of all, in these photographs 
second? Who are they? What are the photographer's favorite 
subjects, and which one does this image fit in? 

It’s interesting to look at how certain motifs are repeated. 
As in the shadowy interiors of Flemish paintings, or the 
tormented yet delightful forms of the flesh in the works of 
Botero, in these photographs we find, if we look beyond the 
landscapes whose beauty justifies any and all approaches, the 
quotidian existence of the simplest events: children playing; 
the wind, the sea, the river as players in scenes of daily life 
— delicious walks in the Cambodian evening, picnics in the 
country or along the riverbank, clean simple, humble clothes 
swelling in the breeze. ln scenes of daily life, how can there 
not be women repeated — alert young mothers, nuns with 
virginal faces, or severe faces with sad, serene expressions, 
the faces of courageous poverty, everyday women, watching 
over life and death, wise observers of pain and devastation, 
or prayerful women, or thoughtful, or women happily, 
beautifully frivolous in their exaltation of youth and love, in 
the miracle of the dance, of nakedness? Women who make 
every routine seem a miracle? Mothers, sisters, daughters; 
warm adolescents, grandmothers with compassionate, 
understanding faces, their skin written over with the lessons 
of a long life? 

And how can there not be men, dreaming of a distant 
women, or a different woman? No matter the setting, they 


assume the same postures. Savoring a cigarette and the 
mystery of the smoke curling in the air: colors, new clouds 
rise from their mouths. A glance, then look away. How 
can there not be men and everyday work and worry and 
poverty, and love...? 

The instant is silenced, so that tt may speak forever... 
Basketball players on who knows what old rundown court, the 
ball’s shadow on the wall, while happiness echoes to the sky. 
Sheets in the wind, clothes in the wind, a woman washing, a stray 
dog, ..The daisylike flowers of the frailej6n on the alpine plains, 
and the women of the tango, far to the south, waiting, their 
hair bleached blond, their faces marked by life, the male dancer 
who passes by, looks, keeps walking. . . The women, shoulder 
to shoulder, bear the weight of their solitude, smile behind the 
tables, chat, get to know one another, at least. 

The frozen instant in each photograph allows us to 
return, turn back to them until we feel the texture of adobe 
on our fingertips, the dazzling whiteness of the walls or 
some dress at a fiesta In our eyes, the wind on our eyelids. 
The instant’s silence says so much, arranges objects, whispers, 
yearnings just so... Its grace calls us back to the images, and, 
through them, asks us to reconstruct that world and the 
gaze that lingered on it. 

Each photograph attracts us, and then it clutches us, 
holds us immobile, but only apparently so. In that sense, 
it fulfills the mission that Alain attributes to beauty: ‘The 
beautiful stops us.’ | have experienced that here, where in 
every image of these twenty-five years every detail begs us 
to linger But | must also say that I'm grateful that in this book, 
the beautiful fills one’s soul, fully. We linger, and we are filled. 

Nor does beauty need to be Joyful to stop us, although 
we viewers, mortal and blurry images pierced by time, need, 
paradoxically, to translate the impression that the photograph 


made on us, resort to the ambiguity of words to fulfill the 
vast urge to disambiguate it. | ask myself why | write; perhaps 
only to find reasons not to talk. 

And | have —we have— the right to fabricate 
hope when | am witness to Pablo's love in the gaze of the 
enamored kid who's looking at the girl he’s courting, when 
| am witness to Pablo's desire in the desire of the couple 
dancing, whose touching cheeks consummate the fleeting 
union of body against body, when | am witness to Pablo's 
desire in that frozen step that existed for an instant and now 
is no more, like desire. | am witness to Pablo's solitude on the 
rugged mountain top, in the icy blue peaks of pure beauty, 
no preservatives added. | am witness to Pablo's past, which 
he evokes in this selection made with such true humility 
— doubly humble because it is truth, and true. Does Pablo 
move toward the light or does he let the light penetrate 
him? Apparently, there are two moments in that moment 
that is but one: the gaze is gazed upon by the object that 
it gazes upon; the object gazes at the gaze with which it 
is gazed upon. Gaze and object are joined in the unique, 
intimate, violent, and vulnerable moment of the click that 
freezes them. And the result of that double gaze is an image 
that has no knowledge of Itself, and comes to us riddled 
with uncertainty, so that we may peek into the depths of 
that which Rilke talked about: “Beauty is nothing but the 
beginning of terror which we are still just able to endure.” 

Let us be warned by this fiesta of color, this miracle 
of everyday life, these landscapes of the soul. They bring 
us pain, profoundly. Their beauty communicates to us the 
ephemerality of beauty; their youth, the fleeting nature of 
a time which, in its passing, is bearing us toward our end, 
for we are our time — we are time. This time, their time, 
the time of each image is the joy of pain in the soul. It is, 


joyfully still, that degree of terror — to pass, to cease to be, 
to dream of continuing to be what now, definitively, is no 
longer — that our heart can still endure. 

And what's more, we need that beautiful warning so 
that we can begin to truly be. When we open a book of 
poetry, real poetry, how often do we feel the need to snap 
it shut again when we come across a babbling line, wounded 
by creation? How often have we experienced a kind of 
secret guilt because we can't endure to read on? How often 
have we opened the book again to that poem and turned 
the page, yearning to be able to recreate the poem in the 
fear and uncertainty of so much beautiful evidence. ..? The 
same thing happens with these photographs. When | saw 
them with Pablo, I'd have liked to stop and linger over every 
one, but | was afraid — afraid of not being able to endure so 
much happiness, so much sadness, so much gazing, so much 
youth, so much helplessness. 

Words! The silent images, predestined to equivocation, 
that say so much, that say everything. Is it they or Is It our gaze 
that will never find univocality, the univocality that marks the 
universe with equivocation and, desperate to communicate, 
communicates only its own impotence? 

Like some miracle that conjures away doubt, we 
dream that there are things like tenderness, friendship, the 
soft, pleasant beauty of certain moments, certain images, 
certain words. And although photography confirms that 
the world is only illusion, that the moments it captured 
ceased to exist the second they were captured, we are 
here, ready, as we turn these pages, as we are enchanted 
by these faces, to feel the terrible yet grateful uncertainty 
of our poor — beautiful — human certainties. 


Cumbaya, June | 7, 2007 


El Tablon, El Quinche, Ecuador (1982) 


VEINTEY CINCO 


Pablo Corral Vega 


La fotografia tiene, ante todo, la capacidad de evocar 
lo vivido. Sus usos periodisticos, cientificos, comerciales 
representan una porcidn minima de las imagenes capta- 
das en el mundo. La gran mayoria de personas fotografia 
simplemente para recordar. 

Cuando aplastamos el obturador decimos ‘‘aqui estoy’, 
“este momento importa, me importa’,“‘ellos son los que amo”, 
“quisiera que este momento no pasara’’.Al fotografiar, nos rebe- 
lamos contra la muerte,nos rebelamos contra el paso del tiempo. 
Ese acto subversivo es el acto mas humano. Sdlo el hombre es 
consciente del transcurso del tiempo, por tanto sdlo el hombre 
es capaz de imaginar lo imposible, de detenerlo y congelarlo. 

El obturador aisla aquel instante de todos los demas, le 
da una importancia unica, lo rescata de su inevitable fugaci- 
dad. Pero el hecho de que una imagen exista significa preci- 
samente que ese momento ya no esta, que ya fue arras- 
trado por el inefable rio de Heraclito. 

Las imagenes recogidas en este pequefio libro son 
simplemente recuerdos. Lo son para mf. Son testimonios 
de momentos vividos. No tienen otra pretensidén. Este 
libro no es una mirada de mi trabajo durante los ultimos 
25 afios, no. No hay una sistematizacion, ni la intencién de 
hacer una retrospectiva — es muy pronto para pensar 
en un legado — Siento que apenas estoy adquiriendo las 
herramientas para expresarme. 


Mi querido amigo Loup Langton y yo nos sentamos 
a mirar fotos durante tres dias y escogimos algunas series 
que marcaron mi recorrido profesional. Quedaron muy 
pocas imagenes de mis inicios, esas no pasaron los ojos 
criticos del presente. Tampoco incluimos mi trabajo en 
blanco y negro, ni la moda, ni el retrato. Sdlo incluimos mi 
trabajo periodistico. 

De la primera época, quedé la foto de la izquierda, ese 
camino vecinal que sube a mi amado Tabldn, en el Quinche. 
Fue tomada hace exactamente 25 afios. El mundo era nuevo 
para mi, la muerte era simplemente un concepto filosdfico; 
yo tenia 15 afos y por primera vez reconocia el poder de 
esa camara que me habia acompafiado desde la infancia. Mi 
papa y yo subimos a la montafia para mirar el amanecer: 
era nuestro pequeho momento de complicidad, de asom- 
bro. Puedo recordar el olor penetrante de la tierra mojada, 
las gotas de lluvia convertidas en multitudinario prisma, la luz 
fria y transparente. En esa €poca comenzaron mis primeros 
fotopoemas, esas presentaciones audiovisuales que combina- 
ban mi poesia con mi fotografia, y que exhibfa en auditorios 
de Quito, Cuenca y Guayaquil. Entonces entend/ que la foto- 
grafia es mil veces mas poderosa cuando se comparte. 

En la casa de la infancia, la misma desde la que escribo 
estas notas, habia una frase de El Principito escrita en 
hierro forjado: “Lo esencial es invisible a los ojos”. Saint 
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Exupéry estaba por todos lados, habia reproducciones de 
sus dibujos en mi closet; mi mama me lo leia con devocién 
casi cada noche, y lo intercalaba con los cuentos de Selma 
Lagerlof, los poemas de Rainer Maria Rilke y los ensayos 
de Unamuno. 

El zorro le dice al Principito “No se ve bien sino con 
el corazon. Lo esencial es invisible a los ojos’. Nunca 
entendi esa frase. En mis €pocas de rebeldia adolescente 
me parecia una frase romanticona, sin mayor profundi- 
dad. Ese pasaje habla de la creacidn de vinculos, de c6mo 
el tiempo que pasamos con otras personas nos acerca a 
ellas, nos domestica, nos ensefia a bajar las barreras.Y éste 
es el sentido ultimo de vivir: acercarnos, comunicarnos, 
sembrar afectos.Y claro, los ojos del afecto son poderosos, 
intimos, reveladores. 

Este es el meollo de la cultura occidental: la creacién de 
vinculos. Luego de un viaje al sudeste asidtico, en el que me 
habia acercado mucho a la filosofia budista, ful a Perpignan, 
en el sur de Francia. Me encontré con una instalacion, una 
iglesia entera cubierta con corazones rojos enviados desde 
todos los rincones del pais, en los que cada persona hablaba 
del sentido concreto y personal del amor. En ese momento 
comprendi que, a diferencia de Oriente,en donde el valor 
ultimo es el desapego, el sentido mismo de la vida occiden- 
tal es el apego, es decir, la creacidn y el fortalecimiento de 
los afectos. 

Cuando mi padre murié escribi: 

“Bienvenido sea este dolor porque significa que hemos 
vivido! Porque significa que hemos amado, que hemos 
sofado, que hemos temido, que hemos dolido, que hemos 
refdo. jBienvenido sea este dolor, este humanisimo dolor, el 
mas humano, porque gracias a él sabermos que mucho, e 
intensamente hemos vivido! jEste bello dolor!”. 


Sdlo si se ha amado plenamente se puede sentir ese 
dolor avasallador y misterioso, sdlo si hemos construido 
vinculos verdaderos y profundos. En Occidente la busqueda 
no trata de eliminar el dolor a través de la comprensién 
del eterno cambio, no; en nuestra cultura buscamos estar 
intensamente vivos, es decir conectados al otro, rebeldes, 
intentando siempre detener el tiempo, guardarlo, preser 
varlo, celebrarlo en el contacto intimo. Tenemos fe irreduc- 
tible en los afectos, a pesar de que la razén nos dice que 
seran derrotados por el eterno devenir. 

Para mf esta frase de Unamuno recoge el sentido 
Ultimo de nuestra cultura: 

“Hay personas, en efecto, que parecen no pensar mds 
que con el cerebro, 0 con cualquier otro organo que sea 
el especifico para pensar, mientras otros piensan con todo 
el cuerpo y toda el alma, con la sangre, con el tuétano de 
los huesos, con el corazdn, con los pulmones, con el vientre, 
con la vida’. 

{Qué tiene que ver esto con la fotografia? Mucho. 

Comparto la opinion de los antiguos griegos, los dos 
Unicos temas que importan son el amor y la muerte. Y en 
realidad, estos dos temas se reducen a uno: los vinculos, 
los afectos. La muerte es dolorosa, terrible porque es la 
ruptura del afecto. Eros y Thanatos son las dos caras de una 
Unica medalla. 

Pero no basta tener clara la meta, el camino para 
lograrlo es tan importante como aquello, o mucho mas. 
Para un fotdgrafo que quiere contar una historia, la unica 
manera de aproximarse al misterio del otro es a través de 
la empatia. Nuevamente, sdlo se ve bien con el corazén. 

Una mirada generosa es esencial para ser un buen 
fotdgrafo. Pero mas que eso, una mirada curiosa, llena de 
asombro, de taumatsein. Esa formula que usan los novelistas: 


ponerse en los zapatos del otro. Mal podemos contar la 
historia de un ser humano si no estamos llenos de curiosidad 
y empatia. 

Tenemos la capacidad de comprender a los demas si 
hemos experimentado vivencias similares. Para lograrlo, 
tenemos que recurrir al reservorio de experiencias propias, 
tenemos que revivir nuestra propia alegria, nuestro propio 
dolor, los desgarramientos y las desilusiones.Y en ocasiones, 
a pesar de que la experiencia humana es esencialmente 
comun, no logramos imaginar la sombra o la luz que el otro 
ha tenido que experimentar En este caso sdlo cabe el silen- 
cio: acercarse de puntillas al misterio. 

El otro es, en realidad, la Unica posibilidad que tene- 
mos de mirarnos a nosotros mismos. Es el espejo esen- 
cial de nuestra condici6n humana. Los seres humanos nos 
definimos en funcidn de nuestra comunidad y de nues- 
tros vinculos. Somos el animal vulnerable, el animal que ha 
perdido las garras y que no sabe correr, el animal desnudo 
que nace fragil, devastadoramente fragil. Un bebé ni siquiera 
es capaz de alimentarse solo, mucho menos, de defenderse. 
Nuestra Unica fortaleza y posibilidad de sobrevivir esta en 
la comunidad que nos rodea. 

Yo diria, incluso, que el ser humano tiene imbricada en 
esta fragilidad la necesidad de acercarse a los demas. Para el 
hombre el amor es la Unica posibilidad de supervivencia. 

A lo largo de la vida nos encontramos con otros, nos 
miramos en el espejo de la experiencia ajena, nos enrique- 
cemos en el didlogo, nos fortalecemos en el amor y nos 
rompemos cuando el amor se rompe en la muerte o en el 
desamor Yo y tu, tu y yo, dos seres humanos que se hablan, 
que se encuentran. Siempre se trata de un yo y de un tu, de 
dos que se miran y reconocen. 

Pienso que los seres humanos somos la suma de 


nuestros encuentros. No sabemos lo que los encuentros 
significan: unos son gozosos, otros dolorosos, otros son 
puertas a universos alternos, otros son fugaces, otros son 
largos y comprometen nuestra vida entera. Todos nos 
conducen a un lugar nuevo. 

El milagro mas extraordinario de vivir es la posibilidad 
continua de encontrarnos con otros seres humanos, de 
dialogar. Cada encuentro es unico, Irrepetible, y cada ser 
humano que encontramos nos toca de algun modo; nos 
afecta, nos transforma. 

Estas fotos son testimonio de mis encuentros, algunos 
mas exitosos que otros. Ojala que estas imagenes conjuren 
el universo rico de los fotografiados, sean ventanas abiertas 
por las que usted pueda ingresar Que sirvan para recordar 
que sdlo se mira bien con la curiosidad, con la empatia, con 
el afecto. Por mi parte, en esta tarea de mirar bien, soy un 
principiante. Apenas soy un hombre desnudo y sin garras, 
gozosamente vulnerable, que esta aprendiendo a celebrar 
el fugaz milagro de estar vivo. 
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El Tabldn, El Quinche, Ecuador (1982) 


TWENTY-FIVE 


Pablo Corral Vega 


Photography has the unique ability to call up our past. 
Its journalistic, scientific, and commercial uses represent Just 
a tiny percentage of the images captured around the world 
each day. The vast majority of people take photographs 
simply to remember. 

When we press the shutter, we are saying Here | am;This 
moment matters, | matter;These are the people | love; ! wish 
this moment would last. When we take photographs, we are 
rebelling against death, rebelling against the passing of time. 
This subversive act is the human act par excellence — only 
we humans are conscious of the passing of time, so only we 
humans can conceive the impossible: stopping tt, freezing it. 

The shutter isolates this instant from all others, gives it a 
unique importance, rescues it from its otherwise inevitable 
transience. But the fact that an image exists means precisely 
that that moment is gone forever, that it was swept away by 
Heraclitus’ inexorable river 

The images gathered into this little book are just 
memories — memories for me, a testimony of moments | 
have lived. They have no other pretensions. This book is not 


a look back over my work during the last twenty-five years. 


There is no systematization here, no intention to create a 
“retrospective” in the art-gallery sense of the word — It's 
too early to think of a legacy. | feel I've only barely begun to 
acquire the tools to express myself. 


My dear friend Loup Langton and | sat down for three 
days to look at photos, and we chose several series that have 
marked my professional career Among the ones chosen 
there were very few from my earliest years — they didn’t 
pass muster for the critical eyes of the present. Nor have we 
included my work in black and white, or fashion photography, 
or portraits. We have included only my work for magazines. 

From my first works we chose the photograph on 
page | 8, that rural road that rises to my beloved Tabldn, in 
El Quinche. It was taken exactly twenty-five years ago. The 
world was new for me then; death was no more than a 
philosophical concept. | was just fifteen, and for the first time 
| recognized the power of that camera that had been with 
me since childhood. My father and | climbed the mountain 
to watch the sunrise; tt was our moment of complicity, of 
wonder. | can still remember the penetrating smell of the 
wet earth, the raindrops like thousands of tiny prisms, the 


cold, transparent wind. It was then that | began to create 
my “‘photopoems,” audiovisual presentations that combined 
my poetry with my photography and that | screened in 
auditoriums in Quito, Cuenca, and Guayaquil. It was then 
that | realized that photography is a thousand times more 
powerful when it is shared. 

In the house of my boyhood, where even now | am 
writing these notes, there was a wrought-iron grate with a 
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phrase from The Little Prince: “Anything essential is invisible 
to the eyes.” Saint-Exupéry was everywhere — in my 
closet my mother had painted scenes from the book; she 
would read him to me almost every night, along with Selma 
Lagerlof stories, Rilke poems, and Unamuno essays. 

In The Little Prince, the fox says to the young hero, ‘One 
sees clearly only with the heart.Anything essential is invisible 
to the eyes.” | never understood that then. In my years of 
adolescent rebelliousness it struck me as melodramatically 
romantic, and really not so deep. It comes in a passage that 
talks about the creation of bonds, about how the time 
we spend with other people brings us closer to them, 
domesticates us, teaches us to lower our barriers. And that 
is the ultimate meaning of life: coming closer to one another, 
communicating, creating ties of affection.And, of course, the 
eyes of the heart are powerful, intimate, revealing. 

The core of Western culture is the creation of those 
bonds. After a trip to southeast Asia, during which I'd seen 
and experienced Buddhist philosophy firsthand, | went 
to Perpignan, in southern France. There | came across an 
installation — an entire church covered with red hearts, sent 
from every corner of the country, on which each person 
had written about the concrete and personal meaning of 
“love” to him or her. At that moment | realized that unlike 
the East, where the foremost value is letting-go, remaining 
coolly aloof from others, not showing affection, in the West 
it's just the opposite: the ultimate value is the creation and 
strengthening of the ties of affection. 

When my father died, | wrote the following words: 
“How welcome is this grief, this pain, because it means 
we have lived! Because it means we have loved, we have 
dreamed, we have feared, we have hurt, we have laughed. 
Welcome, grief, and welcome, pain, this most human of 


pains, because thanks to you we know how much, and how 
intensely, we have lived! Beautiful pain!” 

Only if we have loved fully can we experience that 
overwhelming and mysterious pain — only if we have 
constructed true, deep bonds. In the West, the quest is not to 
eliminate pain through an understanding of eternal change. 
No, in our culture we seek to be fully and intensely alive; that 
is, connected to others, rebellious, always trying to stop time, 
save It, preserve it, celebrate it in our moments of intimacy. 
We have faith in emotions, in attachments, despite the fact 
that reason tells us that those emotions, those attachments 
will be broken and defeated by the eternal passing of time. 

For me, this passage from Unamuno sums up the 

ultimate meaning of our culture: 
“There are those, indeed, who seem to think only with 
their brain, or with whatever other organ they may use for 
thinking, while others think with all their body and all their 
soul, with their blood, with the marrow of their bones, with 
their heart, with their lungs, with their belly, with their life.” 

What does this have to do with photography? A lot. 

| share the opinion of the ancient Greeks that the only two 
subjects that matter are love and death. And the truth is, those 
two subjects can be reduced to one: the bonds of affection. 
Death is painful, terrible, because it is the breaking of those 
bonds. Eros and Thanatos are the two sides of a single coin. 

But It is not enough to have a clear goal; the road is 
equally or more important. For a photographer who wants 
to tell a story, the only way to approach the mystery of 
the other person is through empathy. Once again, one sees 
clearly only with the heart. 

A generous gaze is essential if one is to be a good 
photographer But more than that, the gaze must be curious, 
filled with the emotion that the Greeks called thaumasmos 


— awe, a wonder at the manifest face of nature, and a 
recognition of our ignorance and smallness as we stand 
before it. We must employ that formula that novelists use: 
put yourself in the other person's shoes. We could hardly 
tell the story of a human being if we weren't full of curiosity 
and empathy. 

Our ability to understand others depends on how 
much we ourselves have lived. To understand others we 
must turn to the reservoir of our own experiences; we must 
relive our own happiness, our own pain, the heartbreaks 
and disillusionments. And sometimes, despite the fact that 
human experience is essentially a common one, we cannot 
manage to imagine the darkness or light that another person 
has experienced. When that happens, all we can do is stand 
silent In wonder, or approach the mystery on tiptoes. 

The other gives us our only possibility of looking at 
ourselves. The other is the essential mirror of our human 
condition. We human beings define ourselves on the basis 
of our community and on the basis of our bonds. We are 
the vulnerable animal, the animal that has lost its claws and 
fangs, the animal that can no longer run, the naked animal, 
born fragile — devastatingly fragile. A baby cannot even 
feed itself, much less defend Itself. Our only strength and 
our only possibility of survival is through the community 
that surrounds us. 

Throughout life we find ourselves with others, we look 
at ourselves in the mirror of other people's experience, we 
are enriched through conversation, we are strengthened 
through love, and we are broken when love is broken in 
death or falling out of love. You and |, | and you — two 
human beings that speak to one another, that meet. There is 
always an “‘l’’ and a “‘you,’ a two that look at each other in a 
moment of recognition. 


| believe that we human beings are the sum of our 
encounters. Ve do not know what those encounters mean 
— some are pleasurable, others painful; some are doors 
into alternate universes; some are fleeting, others are long, 
and involve our entire lives. All lead us to a new place. 

The most extraordinary miracle of life is the constant 
possibility of being, of living with other human beings, the 
possibility of dialogue, of conversation. Every encounter is 
unique, unrepeatable, and every human being that we meet 
touches us in some way, affects us, changes us. 

These photos are a testimony of my encounters — 
some more successful than others. | hope that these images 
may conjure up the rich universe of those who were 
photographed, may be windows through which you enter 
other worlds. | hope they may lead us all to remember 
that one sees clearly only with curiosity, with empathy, with 
affection.As for me, in this job of looking | am just a beginner 
| am a man naked and without claws or fangs, pleasurably 
vulnerable, who Is learning to celebrate the fleeting miracle 
of being alive. 
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Zumbahua (1985) 


ECUADOR PAISAJES DEL SILENCIO 


“Paisajes del Silencio” es un proyecto fotografico que 
comencé en 1985 .Yo estudiaba Derecho en la Universidad 
Catdlica de Quito, y cada fin de semana salia a la montafia. 
En esos viajes me acerqué al viento. El viento es la voz de 
la montafia, el viento nos dice cuando somos bienvenidos, 
cuando es mejor retirarse; mos conduce, nos acompafia. 
Los Andes se metieron debajo de mi_ piel, conoci su lado 
cruel y salvaje, conoc/ su dulzura. 

En los Andes, las nubes habitan a ras de la tierra, la 
tocan, la besan. Las nubes se confunden con la roca, se 
meten en las casas campesinas, recorren los chaquifianes, 
llenan el aire de microscdpicas particulas de frio y humedad. 
El viento y las nubes se necesitan, se complementan. Las 
nubes se mueven a gran velocidad y dejan pasar la luz o la 
esconden. El sol brilla glorioso y un minuto mas tarde, todo 
rastro de calor ha desaparecido. 

Ast fue cuando tomé la foto de la izquierda en Zumba- 
hua. La tarde estaba oscura, impenetrable. De pronto, el 
cielo se abrid, la montafia se ilumind. La luz duré unos minu- 
tos y la tarde regresd a su habitual tristeza. 

A lo largo de mi vida he recibido muchos regalos, 
momentos en los que todo coincide y uno esta en paz con 
el mundo. Ese fue uno de ellos. Es lo que Carl Jung llama la 
“sincronicidad”. La luz, el viento, las nubes se habian confa- 
bulado y yo tuve el privilegio de ser su testigo. 

La fotografia ha sido mi fiel compafiera desde los seis 
afios de edad. Es un ejercicio concreto y cotidiano: prestar 


atencidn a lo que esta alrededor. Con los afios comprendf 
que para ser fotdgrafo hay que estar presente. Esto que 
suena a perogrullada, para mi es esencial. 

El propdsito mayor de la meditacidn consiste en estar 
presente, estar donde uno esta. Con frecuencia uno esta 
pensando en lo que no hizo o en lo que hizo mal, en lo 
que tiene que hacer o en lo que uno quisiera que pase. 
La mente esta tan llena de ruido que somos incapaces de 
estar donde estamos. 

Y claro, por pensar en mil y una cosas, no experimen- 
tamos en plenitud ese mundo que se despliega ante noso- 
tros. Es imposible fotografiar si no se han puesto todos los 
sentidos en la tarea, si no se esta presente. 

Cuando mi vida esta fuera de su eje, cuando me 
siento perdido, procuro regresar a la naturaleza. Ella nos 
ensefia la paz, nos ensefa que todo pasa, y que los gran- 
des dramas de la vida también pasan. Me fascina cémo las 
tradiciones misticas de Occidente y Oriente se encuen- 
tran. El ‘Nada te turbe, nada te espante, todo se pasa” de 
la Santa Teresa de Avila, se parece mucho a las reflexio- 
nes budistas o taoistas. 

Es que la experiencia humana es comun, nos enfren- 
tamos a los mismos misterios, a las mismas ansias, a las 
mismas busquedas. Y como referente ultimo tenemos 
la naturaleza y sus ciclos, la naturaleza y su permanente 
renovacion: la naturaleza como espacio donde la muerte 
y la vida se encuentran. Nosotros somos de la naturaleza. 
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Precisamente porque somos naturaleza, qué dolor 
me causa la destruccién de mis montafas. Cuando las 
herimos, nos herimos nosotros mismos. Vivimos en un 
mundo plagado de violencia. Hace mas de veinte afhos 
escribi estas notas, sin tener idea de la magnitud que el 
dato tendria: 

“E| Ecuador se esta convirtiendo en un desierto. En la 
Sierra queda una porcidn insignificante de bosques prima- 
rios. La erosion es alarmante... El hombre sigue con la 
pretension absurda de dominar la naturaleza, de arrancar 
todo de ella, de sacar de cuajo lo que queda.Y sin embargo, 
estos Andes estan irremediablemente vivos. 


He visto cientos de montafas desnudas, abiertas, 
heridas. Y no estan muertas, se resisten a morir. 

He visto campos de cultivo y pastizales que se extien- 
den insensatos desbrozando las laderas, y que se entro- 
meten en el paramo, en el bosque, en la selva. 

He visto parajes que no han sido desolados por la 
ambicion y la ignorancia. En ellos la vida tiene una fuerza 
indescriptible, el verde inunda los ojos, se ven animales y 
pdjaros, la montafia sigue siendo sagrada, misteriosa’’. 

De puntillas, humilde, consciente de mi fragilidad, con la 
necesidad de escuchar su voz ronca y profunda. Asf quisiera 
acercarme a mi tierra. Sediento de silencio. Presente. 


ECUADOR LANDSCAPES OF SILENCE 


“Landscapes of Silence” is a project | began in 1985. | 
was studying law at Catholic University in Quito, and every 
weekend | would drive out to the mountain. On those 
trips, | grew to know the wind. The wind is the voice of the 
mountain, the wind tells us when we are welcome, when It’s 
best to go back — it guides us, accompanies us. The Andes 
became a part of me; | grew to know their cruel, savage 
side, and | came to know their gentleness. 

Upin the Andes, clouds dwell at ground level — they 
touch the earth, they kiss tt. Clouds merge with rock, 
slip into people's houses, wander down the narrow 
paths, fill the air with microscopic particles of cold and 
moisture. The wind and the clouds need each other; they 
complement each other Clouds move fast, and they allow 
light to pass through them, or they hide it. The sun shines 
brilliantly, and then a minute later every trace of warmth 
has vanished. 

That was the way It was when | took the photo on page 
26 in Zumbahua. It was a dark, impenetrable afternoon. Then 
suddenly the sky opened, the mountain was illuminated. 
The light lasted for a few minutes and then the afternoon 
returned to its habitual gloom. 

| have been given many gifts in my life, moments when 
everything has come together and I’ve been at peace with 
the world. This was one of those moments. It was what Karl 
Jung calls “synchronicity.” Light, wind, clouds had conspired, 
and | was privileged to witness that. 


Since | was six years old, photography has been a 
constant companion. It's a concrete, ordinary sort of exercise: 
paying attention to what's around you. As the years passed 
| realized that to be a photographer, you have to be there, 
“in the moment,’ as they say. That sounds like a cliché, but 
for me It's essential. 

The main purpose of meditation is to learn to be in the 
moment, to be there, where you are. Often, we think about 
what we did or didn’t do, or did badly, what we have to do, 
what we wish would happen. Our mind is so full of noise 
that we can't be where we are. 

And then of course, because we're thinking about a 
thousand things at once, we can’t fully experience that 
world that lies before us. It’s impossible to take photographs 
if you haven't focused all your senses on Just that, taking the 
photograph. If you aren't “in the moment.’ 

When my life is a little off tts axis, when | feel lost, | try 
to go back to nature. Nature teaches us peace, teaches 
us that all things pass, teaches us that the great drama of 
life, too, passes. Those lines from the poetry of St. Teresa of 
Avila — ‘Let nothing disturb thee; let nothing dismay thee; 
all thing pass’’ — sound very much like Buddhist thought, 
or Taoist. 

Human experience Is common to us all —we confront 
the same mysteries, the same doubts and fears, the same 
quests. And our ultimate referent is there before us— 
nature and its cycles, nature and its constant renewal, nature 
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as a space in which death and life meet. We are nature, and 
nature Is us. 

And precisely because we are nature, how it hurts me 
that my mountains are being destroyed. When we wound 
them, we wound ourselves. We live in a world filled with 
violence. | wrote the words that follow over twenty years 
ago, but | had no idea of the magnitude of the damage that 
was to come: 

“Ecuador is becoming a desert. In the Sierra only an 
insignificant percentage of first-growth forest is left. The 
erosion Is alarming. ... Humanity continues to think it can 
dominate nature, take everything from it, pull what's left out 
by the roots.And yet these Andes are irremediably alive. 


“| have seen hundreds of mountains denuded, stripped, 
wounded. And yet they aren't dead; they fight to stay alive. 

“| have seen fields and pastures stretching up into the 
sides of hills and mountains, stripping away the wildness as they 
go. | have seen them invade the plain, the forest, the jungle. 

“But | have also seen places that have not been 
desolated by ambition and ignorance. There, life has an 
indescribable strength — green floods your eyes, you seen 
animals and birds, the mountain is still sacred, mysterious, 
incomprehensible.’ 

On tiptoe, meekly, aware of my fragility, yet needing to 
hear its deep, throaty voice... That's how I'd like to approach 
my land. Thirsty for silence. There. 


Chimborazo (1989) 


San Marcos, Cayambe (1987) 


El Cajas (1987) 
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Zumbahua (1985) 


Paramo del Chiles (1985) 
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Pichincha (2000) 
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Tungurahua (1999) 


Mojanda-Cajas (1987) 


Andarapa, Andahuaylas, Peru (2007) 


LOS ANDES 


Mi padre me llevaba, cuando nifio, a pescar en la serra- 
nfa. El tenfa unas botas largas de caucho y se metia hasta la 
cintura en los ros correntosos. Camindbamos mucho y mi 
papa esperaba, paciente. Yo llevaba mi camara y esperaba 
junto a él. Entonces, yo ya sofiaba en explorar los Andes. 
Como adulto cumplf mi suefio y recorri toda la Cordi- 
llera. Estas fotos fueron publicadas por la revista National 
Geographic en el afio 2001. 

Después de muchos viajes por los pafses andinos 
confirmé que somos un pueblo mestizo, que a pesar del 
profundo dolor de la conquista, a pesar de las injusticias y 
maltratos propios de nuestra sociedad, a pesar de nuestra 
historia violenta, tenemos los dos mundos — el blanco y el 
indio — incorporados en nuestra cultura, en nuestra vida, en 
nuestro serY parte de la necesaria reconciliacidn es acep- 
tarnos. Inspirado en esta necesidad de reconciliarme con 
la historia, y también en la necesidad de procesar el dolor 
personal, escribi este texto sobre los Andes que nunca fue 
publicado: 


Las sombras de la noche 
Todavia me pregunto dénde comienza el pais de las 


sombras y dénde el de los vivos. Segun entiendo, los limites 
se borraron hace mucho tiempo, en un cataclismo, un 


maremoto indecible al que algunos llamaron la conquista 
espafiola: olas cargadas de cruces destinadas a clavarse en el 
corazon cobrizo de los idolos. 

El instante mismo de su muerte acaecida a varios 
kil6metros de distancia golped la ventana, ‘‘jhermana, 
qué haces, por qué no has usado la puerta?’”’, preguntd mi 
abuela sorprendida, ‘‘sdlo vine a despedirme’, respon- 
did la sombra. Para mi abuela no habia separacidn entre 
los dos mundos. Cuando yo crecia en mi casa de Quito, 
compartia el espacio con las almas en pena, las escuchaba 
subir la crujiente escalera de madera, calculaba sin aliento 
el corto camino que debian recorrer hasta mi puerta. En 
el mundo moderno no hay lugar para el misterio de la 
noche. Los espectros ahora no se molestan en interrumpir 
mi camino. 

La atencién que tradicionalmente se prestaba al mas 
alla en el mundo andino era una manera de reconocer que 
los antepasados nunca se ausentan del todo. Su trabajo, sus 
suefios, sus amores y desprecios permanecen con nosotros 
penetrando la muralla silenciosa de la muerte, despertando 
nuestra atencidn al pasado, a nuestras raices. Si no recor 
damos a nuestros ancestros, si no recordamos la historia 
cotidiana construida por personas sencillas, aquella que 
casi nunca se menciona en los libros, dificilmente podemos 
saber quiénes somos y hacia dénde debemos ir 
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Cuando viajaba en los alrededores de Cusco recor 
daba a un antepasado, un aventurero que como yo 
habia decidido recorrer la Cordillera en alguna miste- 
riosa busqueda. No se supo afios de su paradero, si habia 
perdido la vida en una emboscada o ganado el favor de 
una moza lozana. Una noche los perros empezaron a 
ladrar enloquecidos y la familia del extraviado supo que 
solo su espectro regresaria. 

El Cusco es el corazdén del mundo andino, el eje preciso 
donde confluyen todas las coordenadas: capa sobre capa, 
herida sobre herida, mano sobre mano, nostalgia sobre 
nostalgia, piedra cristiana sobre piedra inca. En mi ultimo 
viaje al Cusco me invadié una tristeza antigua, inexplicable. 
Allf comprendi que como pueblo tenemos que aceptarnos 
a nosotros mismos, mirar con dulzura y bondad nuestro 
mundo mestizo. 


El corazon cuando duele 


jle duele el coraz6n, papitico, te duele el corazdén? 
jQué bello es el corazdn cuando duele! Es como un coli- 
bri que se quiere escapar del pecho, que agita sus alas sin 
descanso. Esta plaza, la Plaza Mayor del Cusco, la llama- 
mos Huacaypata, es decir ‘encima del llanto’. Cuando el 
coraz6n duele, papitico, lo colocamos dulcemente encima 
del llanto, para que se humedezca, para que no lo agriete 
tanta sequia. 


Esa es la razén por la que se llora, para darle al corazén 
la humedad que requiere, para que no se derrote y luego 
se convierta en un pedregal. 

iMe preguntas qué remedio se usa para el mal de cora- 
zon? Es facilito, bien facilito. Agarras las flores mas chiqui- 
tas, esas piti flores, esas tiernitas cuyos petalitos no se han 
atrevido a asomar y las pones en agua fresca. La mafana 
siguiente te tomas el aguita. Las flores chiquitas tienen toda 
la energia, toda la esperanza, tienen el poder de despertar 
un brote aqui, un brote alla. 

Pero papitico, no trates de arrancarte el corazon del 
pecho. Cuando a ti te duele la mano tu no la tratas de 
cortar con un cuchillo, cuando te duele la pierna no la dejas 
botada en el camino. ;Por qué es que cuando te duele el 
corazén lo quieres sacar de tu pecho, arrancarlo de un 
solo golpe? A tu mano la cuidas, la acaricias, a tu pierna le 
pones unguentos y le das descanso. jPor qué a tu corazén 
lo quieres arrancar de tu pecho? Tu corazdén es mas bello 
cuando llora, necesita aguita de piti flores, necesita ungUien- 
tos, necesita caricias y descanso. Pidele a tu corazén que 
llore, llévalo a la plaza de Huacaypata y déjalo que revolo- 
tee como un colibri. 

Cuando descubri la desilusi6n, quise subir al monte y 
envenenarme, como lo hizo mi padre. Lo intenté, pero no 
pude. Es que me hablo el viento. 

{Cdémo habla el vendaval? Cerca de los precipicios aulla, 
cerca de las vertientes, canta. El viento es a veces dulce 


y otras veces se encabrita. Hay que escucharlo, siempre 
nos dice dénde estamos, dénde esta la quebrada, donde 
el manantial. 

Asi mismo es el agua. El agua también habla si la 
escuchamos. 

Hablan el sol y las estrellas, hablan las plantas rastreras y las 
trepadoras, habla la tierra, pero, sobre todo, habla el viento. 

jQué bella es la desilusidn, papitico! Con el tiempo la 
herida se convierte en un caprichoso torbellino que reaviva 
la memoria. 

jHas visto una casa campesina con espejos? El campe- 
sino no necesita mirarse, no tiene imagen de sf mismo. Se 
confunde con la tierra y es implacable como el viento. 

iMe preguntas qué son los Andes? Te lo voy a decir En 
quechua se le llama Antis o Antisuyo a la Cordillera oriental. 
Cuando uno se sube a estas cumbres se ve a la distancia 


unos montes mucho mas altos, unos montes rodeados de 
selva, imposibles de escalar terribles y misteriosos. Esos 
son los Antis, los Andis, los Andes. Alllf en ese lugar lejano y 
misterioso van a parar nuestros ancestros, allf en ese lugar 
van a parar nuestras penas. 

Mucho se parecen nuestros muertos y nuestras 
penas, por eso van al mismo lugar. Los muertos siempre 
dicen ‘me voy, pero volveré”, y eso siempre hacen las 
penas, se van pero siempre vuelven.Y cuando regresan les 
damos la bienvenida como a parientes extraviados, como 
a VieJOs amigos. 

jQué bella es la tristeza, papitico, qué bello es el cora- 
zd6n cuando llora! 

Cuando llora es como un colibri que se va hasta 
los Antis y conversa con los muertos, y conversa con 
las penas. 
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Cuzco, Per (1995) 


ANDES 


When | was a boy, my father used to take me fishing up 
in the mountains. He had a pair of rubber waders and he 


would wade out waist-deep into the rivers’ rushing waters. 


We would walk and walk, and he would patiently wait. I'd 
take my camera along and stand and wait beside him.| often 
dreamed of exploring the great Cordillera back then.As an 
adult, for several years | worked on just that project, and in 
2001 tt was published by National Geographic Magazine. 

After many journeys through the Andean nations,| realized 
that we are a hybrid people, a mestizo continent, and that 
despite the profound pain of the Spanish Conquest, despite 
the injustices and mistreatment that has occurred and still 
occurs In our societies, despite our violent history, two worlds 
— the white world and the Indian world — are intermingled 
in our culture, in our lives, in our being. And as part of that 
necessary reconciliation, we must accept ourselves. Inspired 
by that need to reconcile myself to history, and also by the 
need to deal with my personal pain,| have written these notes 
on the Andes. They have never been published before. 


When the heart is in pain 
| still wonder where the land of ghosts begins and the 


land of the living ends. As | understand it, those boundaries 
were erased long ago in a cataclysm, an unspeakable tidal 


wave, which some call the Spanish Conquest: waves awash 
with crosses destined to bury themselves in the coppery 
hearts of the idols. 

One night at the very instant of a death that 
happened several kilometers away, there was a knocking 
at the window. ‘Sister, what are you doing, why didn’t you 
use the door?” my grandmother asked with surprise. ‘| 
just came to say good-bye,” the shade replied. For my 
grandmother there was no separation between the two 
worlds. When | was growing up in Quito, | shared that 
house with wandering souls in pain. As | listened to them 
climb the creaking wooden stairway, | would breathlessly 
calculate the short distance between them and the door 
to my room. In the modern world there is no place for 
the mystery of the night. Ghosts no longer bother to step 
into my path. 

In the Andean world, the attention traditionally paid to 
the Beyond is a way of acknowledging that one's ancestors 
are never really absent. Their work, their dreams, their loves, 
and their contempt stay with us, penetrating the silent wall 
of death, calling our attention to the past, to our roots. If we 
fail to remember our ancestors, If we fail to remember the 
history of everyday life lived by ordinary people — those 
things almost never mentioned in books — it will be hard 
for us to know who we are, or where we are going, 
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Whenever | traveled near Cuzco, | would remember 
the story of an ancestor who like me had decided to wander 
the Cordillera on some mysterious search. For years no 
one knew where he was, whether he had lost his life in an 
ambush or won the favor of some voluptuous maiden. One 
night the dogs began to bark furiously, and the family knew 
that only his ghost would return. 

Cuzco Is the heart of the Andean world, the exact 
hub at which all coordinates meet: layer upon layer, wound 
upon wound, hand upon hand, nostalgia upon nostalgia, 
Christian stone upon Inca stone. On my last trip to 
Cuzco | was overwhelmed by an ancient and inexplicable 
sadness. | realized that we must accept ourselves as a 
people, learn to look with kind and gentle eyes upon our 
mestizo world. 

In Cuzco | wrote these notes, inspired by several 
conversations with people in the street, especially one 
simple taxi driver, don Aurelio Humpire Huillcahuaman. 

“Does your heart ache, son? Does your heart ache? 
How beautiful the heart is when it aches! It isa hummingbird 
trying to escape your breast, fluttering, fluttering. ... This 
plaza, Cuzco’s Plaza Mayor, we call Huacaypata. That means 
‘upon tears’ When the heart aches, son, we lay It gently 
upon tears, so that it will stay moist, so it won't dry up 
and crack. 

“That is why people cry — to give our heart the 
moisture It needs so It won't get sick or turn hard as rock. 


“You ask me what will cure sickness of heart? That is 
very easy — very, very easy. You pick the tiniest flowers, 
those tender little ones whose petals haven't peeked out 
yet, and you put them in fresh water The next morning you 
drink that water. Those tiny little flowers hold a world of 
energy, a world of hope. They have the power to awaken a 
bud here, a bloom there. 

“But son, do not try to tear your heart from your 
breast. When your hand hurts you don’t hack it off; when 
your leg hurts, you don't leave it by the side of the road. 
Why, then, when your heart aches do you want to tear it 
out of your breast, just tear it right out? You care for your 
hand, you stroke it; you rub your leg with salves and let 
it rest. Why do you want to tear your heart out of your 
breast? Your heart is most beautiful when it weeps; it needs 
that special water from those little flowers. It needs salves. It 
needs stroking, It needs rest. Tell your heart:'Go ahead and 
weep. Take it to the plaza of Huacaypata and let it flutter 
‘round like a hummingbird. 

“When fate dealt me a hard blow once, | wanted to 
climb the mountain and take poison, like my papa before 
me. | tried, but | couldn’t.... The wind spoke to me. 

“How does the strong wind speak? It howls over the 
cliffs, it sings on the slopes. Sometimes the wind Is sweet 
and sometimes it gets mad. You must listen; it always tells us 
where we are: where the ravine is, where the stream is. 

“And so does water Water speaks, if only we will listen. 


“The sun speaks, and the stars; mountain flowers speak, 
and climbing vines. The earth speaks. But most of all, the 
wind speaks. 

“Oh, those hard blows can be beautiful, son. With time 
the wound becomes a whirlwind that brings old memories 
back to life. 

“Have you ever seen a country house with mirrors? 
The campesino has no need of mirrors — he has no image 
of himself. He is one with the earth, and as implacable as 
the wind. 

“You ask me what the Andes are? | will tell you. In 
Quechua, the name of the eastern Cordillera is Antis, or 
Antisuyo. When you climb up to those peaks, far off in 
the distance you see mountains that are even higher yet 
— mountains surrounded by dark forests, terrible and 


mysterious mountains impossible to climb. Those are the 
Antis, the Andis, the Andes. It is to that far-off and mysterious 
place that our ancestors go to live, and there our pain and 
sorrow will go, too. 

“Our dead and our pain are much alike. That is why 
they go to the same place. The dead always say, ‘I’m going 
but I'll be back’ And our pains and sorrows do that, too 
— they go, but they always come back. And when they do, 
we welcome them like lost family, like old friends. 

“How beautiful sadness Is, son, how beautiful the heart 
when It weeps! When it weeps it Is like a hummingbird that 
flies up to the Antis and talks with the dead, talks with our 
pain and sorrow.’ 


Translated with Margaret Sayers-Peden 
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La Tebaida, Colombia (1998) 


Medellin, Colombia (1997) 
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Medellin, Colombia (1997) 
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Olmedo, Ecuador (1996) 
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Sajama, Bolivia (1996) 
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Punta de Vacas, Argentina (1997) 
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Achacachi, Bolivia (1996) 
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Tambillo, Bolivia (1995) 


Chiquipata, Bolivia (1995) 
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Chuiquipata, Bolivia (1996) 


Paucartambo, Perd (1995) 
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Oruro, Bolivia (1996) 
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Chiquipata, Bolivia (1995) 
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Achacachi, Bolivia (1995) 
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Toledo, Bolivia (1995) 
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Toledo, Bolivia (1995) 
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Cayambe, Ecuador (1998) 


Atacama, Chile (1995) 
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El Brazo, Colombia (1995) 


Mérida, Venezuela (1999) 
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Montecristi, Ecuador (1996) 
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Achacachi, Bolivia (1996) 
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Tambillo, Bolivia (1996) 
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Mucuchies, Venezuela (1998) 
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Ayacucho, Pert (2001) 
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Sigsig, Ecuador (1985) 


Quito, Ecuador (1998) 
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Potosi, Bolivia (1998) 


Quito, Ecuador (1996) 
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Bogota. Colombia (1998) 


EI Juncal, Ecuador (1998) 
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Santa Marta, Colombia (1998) 
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Sambodromo (2005) 


CARNAVAL DE RIO 


La primera vez que fui a Rio, la ciudad me doblegd 
con sus encantos, me atrapo. “;De qué material estan 
hechos esos personajes tan descomplicados, que sonrien 
a quemarropa, que caminan con tanto desparpajo?”, 
“jDe qué material estan hechos esos cerros excesivos 
— como todo en Rio — en los que se encaraman esas 
enormes favelas?”’ 

Una turista carioca que visit6 mi muestra me acusd 
de fomentar los estereotipos, de quedarme en la super- 
ficie, de no revelar nada significativo sobre Rio. Es la 
verdad. Estas fotos de la cidade maravilhosa son una 
distorsidn que sdlo puede abrigar un habitante de los 
Andes acostumbrado a esconder el cuerpo, y fascinado 
por el magnetismo que éste ejerce cuando se lo lleva 
con desparpajo y libertad. La sensualidad no esta en la 
desnudez, en la extensidén de piel expuesta al aire. No. La 
sensualidad esta en la paz con la que se habita el cuerpo. 
Para los cariocas, la atraccidn, la sexualidad, la dulzura de 
la piel, el ritmo del cuerpo son fendmenos de la natura- 
leza contra los que no cabe rebelarse. Simplemente son, 
estan allt. 

A este proyecto le falta madurar penetrar, investigar, 
revelar Sdlo trabajé unas semanas en Rio. Estas fotos estan 
en la superficie de las cosas, pero hay algo de liberador en 
esa ligereza, 

Fotografié dos carnavales y ful arrebatado por el 


exceso. A pesar de que hay en su expresidn un aparato 
publicitario enorme — es un espectdculo que mueve 
cientos de millones de ddlares — la alegria, la libertad y 
la devocién de los que desfilan son absolutamente reales. 
Cuando estas metido en medio de la baterfa — miles de 
tambores que retumban simultaneamente — la vibracién 
se te mete como a_ martillazos en el craneo, te anima 
misteriosamente los pies, y te arranca hasta la ultima gota 
de moderacidn o escepticismo. 

Suelo escribir cartas cuando estoy de viaje. La primera 
vez que fui a Rio, antes de conocer el carnaval, escribi: 

“Qué solo me siento, mas solo que nunca, miro el 
mundo pasar en la ciudad que es una serpiente de luz. 
Un martillazo salvaje, un brutal vacio, la sensacién de estar 
solo, solo a pesar de todos los afectos. Una soledad que no 
tiene solucion. 

Una garota de Ipanema pasa a mi lado. Tiene el rostro 
perfecto, se mueve sin esfuerzo, me mira. Sonrie como si me 
conociera, como si un dia, en otro espacio y otro tiempo 
me hubiese amado. ;Conoce ella el poder devastador de su 
sonrisa? Se va. 

Esta ciudad que es una serpiente de luz, un rio de luz, 
un rio de dientes blancos en la oscuridad, un desfile de 
derrieres redondos y dorados y Juguetones y danzantes. 

Desenredo los tentaculos de mi pulpo grilhado, del 
mismo modo en que he ido desenredando todos los 
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tentaculos: lentamente, sin mayor esperanza, saboreando 
cada bocado. Me entiendo libre, sin ataduras, brutal- 
mente libre y brutalmente solo. ;No es lo mismo? No son 
dos palabras sindnimas? Libertad y soledad. Sin atadu- 
ras, sin vinculos, tan libre que nadie sabe dénde estoy 
ahora. Probablemente nadie me recuerda ahora, nadie 
me piensa ahora. Podria ir en cualquier direccién, tomar 
cualquier camino. 

Al mozo se le olvido retirar el otro plato de mi mesa. 
Ese plato vacfo me recuerda que estoy comiendo solo en la 
terraza de un restaurante italiano, mirando pasar el mundo 
en esta ciudad que es un rio de soledades, un rio de favelas 
adormecidas por la suave cadencia de una samba, un rio de 
dolores redimidos y bendecidos, una serpiente brillante que 
se rebela contra la noche. 

Una pareja conversa en una esquina. El la toca, ella se 
retira. El atrapa su cuello con el brazo y le roba un beso. Es 


el primer beso. Ella se resiste, pelea, hasta que finalmente se 
rinde. Veo cémo los musculos de ella se relajan, c6mo los 
dos se relajan.Y la vida se convierte en un nudo de lagrimas 
y lenguas y manos sedientas. 

Esta ciudad es un rio de manos sedientas, de bocas 
sedientas, de bocas que sanan, de bocas que matan, de 
bocas que rien, de bocas que cantan. 

jQué dolor tan profundo, qué soledad tan profunda, 
qué libertad tan desesperada, qué silencio desgarrado por 
el silencio ensordecedor del mar! 

Y escojo la vida, y escojo los besos — incluso los impo- 
sibles —, y escojo el dolor Y también el vacio. Y me dejo 
vencer por la saudade, y absorbo esta noche a borbotones, 
y me ahogo con ella, y me salvo en ella. 

Me imagino los terribles barcos que arrastraban a los 
esclavos negros al Brasil. Me imagino el tam tam poderoso 
del brujo negro, ese golpe seco de rebeldia e identidad.” 


CARNIVAL IN RIO 


The first time | went to Rio,| was captivated — changed, 
in fact — by the city's charms.'‘What are these uncomplicated 
people made of, that they smile so spontaneously, walk 
so self-confidently? What are these exaggerated — like 
everything in Rio — hills made of, that those huge favelas 
are perched on so precariously?” 

A Carioca tourist that visited my show accused me of 
perpetuating stereotypes, of staying atthe surface of things,ofnot 
revealing anything significant about Rio.And tt was true. These 
photos of the cidade maravilhosa are a distortion that can only 
be justified by an inhabitant of the Andes who's accustomed 
to hiding the body yet is fascinated by the attraction it exerts 
when it’s carried with self-confidence and freedom. Sensuality 
lies not In nakedness, in the amount of skin exposed to the air 
No, sensuality lies in the easiness with which a person inhabits 
the body. For the Cariocas, the attraction, sexuality, sweetness 
of the skin, the rhythm of the body are natural phenomena 
— and what's the point of rebelling against nature? All those 
things simply are, they're there. 

This project needed to ripen, penetrate, investigate, 
reveal. | worked for only a few weeks in Rio. These 
photographs are of the surface of things, but there's 
something liberating in that lightness. 

| photographed two Carnivals, and | was blown away 
by the excess. Despite the fact that there’s a huge publicity 
machine — It’s a spectacle that generates millions of dollars 
— the happiness, the freedom, and the devotion of the 
people in the processions are absolutely real. When you're 


in the middle of the drum corps — thousands of drums 
pounding simultaneously — the vibration drills into your 
head, mysteriously animates your feet, and boils away every 
last drop of scepticism or reserve. 

I'm given to writing letters when I'm traveling. The first 
time | went to Rio, before I'd gotten to know Carnival, | 
wrote this: 

“How alone | feel, more alone than ever. | watch the 
world pass by in this city which is a serpent of light.A savage 
hammering, a brutal emptiness, this sense of being alone — 
alone despite all the affection.A solitude with no solution. 

“A girl from Ipanema passes by. Her face is perfect, her 
movements are effortless; she looks at me. She smiles as 
though she knew me, as though once, in another space and 
another time, she'd loved me. Does she have any idea of the 
devastating power of her smile? She's gone. 

“She's gone....This city,a serpent of light, a river of light, 
a river of white teeth in the darkness, a parade of derrieres 
— round, golden, playful, dancing derrieres. 

“| untangle the tentacles of my grilled octopus, just 
as I've untangled all sorts of tentacles: slowly, expecting 
nothing new, yet savoring every bite. | view myself as free, 
no ties, brutally free and brutally alone. Isn't that the same 
thing? Aren't those two words synonymous? Freedom, and 
solitude. No ties, no strings, so free that nobody even knows 
where | am right now. Nobody probably remembers me 
now, or thinks about me. | could go in any direction, take 
any road. 
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“The waiter forgot to take away the other plate. That 
empty plate reminds me that I'm eating alone on the terrace 
of an Italian restaurant, watching the world pass by, in this city 
that's a river of solitudes, a river of favelas rocked to sleep by 
the soft cadence of a samba, a river of pains redeemed and 
blessed, a glittering serpent rebelling against the night. 

“A couple is talking on the corner. He touches her, she 
backs away. He puts his arm around her neck and steals a 
kiss. It's the first kiss. She resists, struggles, until finally she 
surrenders. | watch her muscles relax, watch them both 
relax. And life becomes a tangle of tears and tongues and 
thirsty hands. 

“This city is a river of thirsty hands, thirsty mouths, 


mouths that cure, mouths that kill, mouths that laugh, 
mouths that sing. 

“What profound pain, what profound solitude, what 
desperate freedom, what silence shattered by the deafening 
silence of the sea! 

“And | choose life, and | choose kisses — even the 
impossible ones — and | choose pain. And emptiness, too. 
And | allow myself to be conquered by saudade, and | let 
the night pour over me in torrents, and | drown in it, and | 
am saved in it. 

“| picture the terrible ships dragging the black slaves to 
Brazil. | imagine the powerful tam tam of the black sorcerer, 
that drumming sound of rebellion and identity.’ 
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Ipanema (2003) 


Ipanema (2006) 
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Portela (2005) 


Académicos da Rocinha (2006) 
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Copacabana (2006) 
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Pukalki Outstation, Northern Territory (2003) 


AUSTRALIA 


Las planicies del centro de Australia son un abismo 
horizontal. Los ojos no pueden viajar mas que unos metros 
en el continente plano, y sdlo encuentran respiro en la 
inmensidad del cielo. Esta regidn de Australia es la tierra 
mas inhdspita y salvaje que he conocido. Un desierto de 
dimensién inhumana. 

Los aborigenes son los habitantes ancestrales de estas 
tierras. Hay cientos de grupos lingUisticos: son cazadores y 
recolectores. Su piel es negra y cubierta de vello dorado, 
los viejos tienen largas barbas blancas y cabelleras alboro- 
tadas. Han sido maltratados, abusados, manipulados por 
los blancos y se han vuelto hurafos. El choque con el 
mundo blanco es brutal. Los problemas médicos deriva- 
dos del alcoholismo y la comida chatarra tienen caracter 
de epidemia. 

Uno de los conceptos mas fascinantes de la cultura 
aborigen es la de los songlines. Son canciones que describen la 
topografia de manera exacta, yo dirja que son mapas musicales 
y poéticos. Si en estas tierras no se sabe regresar a casa, O 
no se sabe ddnde esta el agua, la muerte es segura. Estas 
canciones que se transmiten de generacién en generacidn 
son verdaderos mapas, carreteras culturales que garantizan la 
supervivencia. Hay guardianes de los songlines, personas cuya 
Unica misidn es preservar su contenido y su sentido. Algunas 
de éstos songlines se extienden por miles de kil6metros de 


distancia y unen a grupos lingtisticos sin ninguna otra conexidn 
que la preservacién de su seccién de la carretera poética. 
lmaginemos una cancidn que habla de la roca, del rio seco, del 
Arbol, del pozo de agua, que describe el terreno de modo que 
es posible caminar siempre por la misma ruta..: son las migas 
de pan de un Hansel y Gretel tribal. 

La tragedia para los aborigenes es que estos mapas 
complejos son absolutamente inutiles en el mundo blanco. 

Es fascinante pensar que todas las culturas tienen estos 
mapas que permiten la supervivencia, que nos ofrecen las 
coordenadas para regresar a casa. De hecho, las creencias, 
las supersticiones, los mitos, la musica, el arte, la literatura 
son mapas poéticos que nos ayudan a enfrentar los hechos 
esenciales de la existencia. 

Estos mapas poéticos se vuelven mas complejos 
conforme se acrecienta la capacidad de un pueblo de cubrir 
sus necesidades basicas. Al principio hay que solucionar el 
hambre y asegurar la supervivencia. Después se intenta 
dar respuestas al misterio, se pueden conjurar la palabra, el 
sonido y el color inutiles. 

Mapas mas precisos y complejos nos dan poder, nos 
permiten navegar con seguridad en territorios minados. 
Creo que en este tiempo de comidas rapidas hemos 
descartado los mapas que guardan alguna sutileza y nos 
hemos conformado con croquis crudos y primitivos. 
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Pero el mapa mas dificil de conseguir y mas deseado es 
el mapa del futuro. Si uno tiene un mapa del futuro, tiene la 
posibilidad de prepararse, de reaccionar a tiempo. La cien- 
cia y la tecnologia, la medicina son un esfuerzo sistematico 
para predecir lo que sera, nos ofrecen la ilusidn de que 
todo esta bajo control y todo seguira asi, desde las predic- 
ciones del clima hasta la ingenierfa genética. 

Los mapas del futuro se llaman también mito, adivina- 
cidn, ordculo, supersticién; incluso, metafisica. Unos son 
mas elaborados que otros. Dan respuesta a lo que no 
conocemos, son mapas para encontrar sentido a un mas 
alla que guarda silencios devastadores y definitivos. 

(Qué diferencia practica hay entre hablar del Big Bang, 
ese tiempo sin tiempo y sin espacio, y hablar del Dreaming 
(del Sofiar, asf con mayuscula) como lo hacen los abori- 
genes australianos? El Dreaming es un tiempo en que los 
suefios daban origen a las cosas. Ambos son mitos de la 


creacion, ideas sobre espacios que existen mas alla de nues- 
tros espacios sensoriales. 

Me encantan los mapas culturales; me encanta la gente 
que los guarda y protege, que se siente orgullosa de ellos, 
que encuentra en sus referencias locales ecos y resonancias 
de ese gran mapa humano que es un mapa en blanco, un 
mapa que no ofrece respuestas, un mapa plagado de signos 
de interrogacion. 

Este proyecto sobre el Ghan, el nuevo tren que cruza 
Australia de sur a norte, hecho por encargo de la Natio- 
nal Geographic, fue uno de los mas dificiles de mi vida. El 
desierto era agotador salvaje, y me sentia extranjero entre 
los hombres. Me salvaron mis mapas culturales: las suites 
para chelo de Bach, la visidn del cielo nocturno, la sonrisa 
de Day Day, un aborigen sencillo y sabio, y la calidez de los 
Horvat, unos viejos nuevos amigos en un minusculo pueblo 
de ese pafs-continente. 


AUSTRALIA 


The plains of central Australia are a horizontal chasm. 
One's eyes can travel no more than a few yards across 
the flat continent, and they find relief only in the immensity 
of the sky. This region of Australia is the most inhospitable, 
most savage land | have ever known — desert on an 
inhuman scale. 

The aborigines are the ancestral inhabitants of this 
land. There are hundreds of linguistic groups; they are 
hunters and gatherers. Their skin is dark, and covered with 
golden hairs, and the old men have long white beards and 
wildly unkempt hair They have been mistreated, abused, 
and manipulated by the whites and so have become wary 
and standoffish. The clash with the white world has been 
brutal. Health problems due to alcoholism and junk food 
are now epidemic. 

One of the most fascinating concepts in the aboriginal 
culture is that of “‘songlines’’ These are songs that precisely 
describe the topography of the land — | might call them 
musical or poetic maps. If you lose your way in this land, 
and you don’t know how to get back home or where the 
nearest water is, you die. These songs, passed down from 
generation to generation, are these peoples’ maps, cultural 
pathways that guarantee your and your species’, survival. 
Songlines have their guardians, people whose only mission 
is to preserve the songs’ content and meaning. Some of 
these poetic pathways run for thousands of kilometers and 
link linguistic groups that have no other connection but the 


preservation of their stretch of the poetic highway. Imagine 
a song that talks about the boulder, the dry river the tree, 
the well, that describes the terrain so exactly that you can 
always walk the same route — the tribal equivalent of 
Hansel and Gretel’s breadcrumbs. 

The tragedy of the aborigines is that these complex 
maps are utterly useless in the white world. 

It is fascinating to think that all cultures have these maps 
that allow a society to survive, that provide us with directions 
to get back home. Beliefs, superstitions, myths, music, art, 
literature are poetic maps that allow us to confront the 
essential facts of our existence. 

These poetic maps grow more and more complex as 
a people's basic needs expand. At first, one has to find a 
solution to hunger — ensure survival. Later, there is the 
need to find answers to the mysteries, and words, sounds, 
and color may become useless. 

More accurate, more complex maps give us power 
they allow us to safely navigate the mine fields in our way. 
think in this age of fast foods we may have discarded the 
maps that contain some degree of subtlety and have grown 
used to the crudest and most primitive of sketches. 

But the map that’s hardest to find, and most desired, is 
the map of the future. If you can get your hands on a map 
of the future, you can prepare, you can react in time to 
what the future brings. Science, technology, medicine are a 
systematic effort to predict what's down that road... They 
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offer us the illusion that everything's under control, and will 
stay that way — they provide everything from weather 
reports to the possibility of changing the future through 
genetic engineering. 

Maps of the future are also called myth, divination, oracle, 
superstition, even metaphysics. Some are more elaborate 
than others. They are responses to things we don't know, 
maps that can guide us to the meaning of a Beyond whose 
silence is absolute, and devastating. 

What practical difference is there between talking about 
the Big Bang, that time before time and space, and talking about 
the Dreaming, as the Australian aborigines do? Dreamtime is 
a time when dreams created things. They are both myths of 
creation, ideas about spaces beyond our sensory space. 


| am fascinated by cultural maps; I'm fascinated by the 
people who make them and protect them, who are proud 
of them, who find in their local references the echoes of 
a grand human map, a blank map, a map that offers no 
answers, a map covered with question marks. 

This project for National Geographic on the Ghan, 
the new train that crosses Australia from south to north, 
was one of the most difficult ones in my life. The desert 
was savage, exhausting, and | felt | was a stranger among 
men. | was saved by my cultural maps — Bach's suites 
for cello, the vision of the night sky, the smile on the face 
of Day Day, a simple, wise aborigine, and the warmth of 
the Horvats, new friends of mine, in a tiny village in this 
continent-country. 


Darwin, Northern Territory (2003) 
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Tea Tree, Northern Territory (2003) 


Devil's Marbles, Northern Territory (2003) 
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Pukalki Outstation, Northern Territory (2003) 


Alice Springs, Northern Territory (2003) 
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Devil's Marbles, Northern Territory (2003) 
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Darwin, Northern Territory (2003) 
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Katherine Gorge, Northern Territory (2003) 
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Darwin, Northern Territory (2003) 
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Adelaide, South Australia (2004) 
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Wycliffe Wells, Northern Territory (2003) 


Katherine, Northern Territory (2003) 
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Katherine, Northern Territory (2004) 
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Coober Pedy, South Australia (2004) 
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Tea Tree, Northern Territory (2004) 
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Adelaide, South Australia (2004) 


Adelaide, South Australia (2004) 


Sydney, New South Wales (2004) 
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Angkor Wat (1999) 


CAMBOYA 


Las aguas del rio Tonle Sap parecen inméviles. El rio 
no tiene prisa. Es la ciudad de Phnom Penh, la que pasa 
junto al rio. Pasan los pescadores con su preciada carga, 
las barcazas cruzan sin descanso las aguas color choco- 
late, las canoas llevan a los turistas a conocer las islas y los 
pueblos riberefios de minorias musulmanas y vietnamitas. 
La gente se congrega a lo largo del malecdn, una avenida 
construida sobre un imponente dique que en la estacidn de 
lluvias apenas contiene al rio: entonces, se infla como una 
hambrienta fiera. 

Al caer la tarde numerosas familias disfrutan de un 
picnic a la orilla del rio. Los puestos de venta ofrecen 
pescado ahumado, pescado a la parrilla con salsa de mani, 
tiritas de carne a la brasa, arroz blanco mezclado con una 
pasta de pescado ligeramente fermentada, 0 unos guisos 
de fideo de arroz — khao phoune — con agua de coco, 
menta, limdn y Jengibre, pero sin el picante que se acos- 
tumbra en Tailandia.Al lado de la pagoda estan las vende- 
doras de lotos e incienso -ofrendas para el sonriente 
Buda-, y varios descamisados ofrecen unos fragiles paja- 
ros de color pardo que los fieles dejan en libertad para 
limpiar su karma. Las adivinas quieren atrapar el esquivo 
destino bajo sus tenues lamparas de aceite, los monjes 
quinceaferos, rapados y vestidos con largas tunicas 
de color naranja escuchan boquiabiertos a la cantante 


rock de moda, y las parejas se abrazan disimuladamente 
entre la muchedumbre que ha reunido el encantador de 
serpientes. 

Camboya es, sin duda, uno de los paises que mas 
ha sufrido. Indochina ha estado en conflicto por siglos, con 
breves paréntesis de paz. Pero el capitulo que vivid a partir 
de 1970 — primero al verse involucrado en la guerra de 
Vietnam, y luego, bajo el régimen genocida de los Khmer 
Rouge, que asesindo a un tercio de la poblacidn — ha dejado 
una marca profunda. Es comun ver a gente mutilada. El dao 
sicoldgico es mas dificil de percibir, pero basta escarbar la 
superficie para descubrirlo. 

Recuerdo una tarde con un viejo encantador, llamado 
Sen Phon, en el pueblo de Jummik. Con él conversé larga- 
mente sobre el régimen de Pol Pot. Los més idealistas, aque- 
llos que querfan construir una sociedad justa, igualitaria se 
convirtieron, con el poder, en monstruos. Sen Phon me 
cuenta:'‘Lo que los Khmer Rojos hicieron es dar poder a los 
marginados, a los resentidos, a los mas ignorantes; muchos 
estaban inspirados por la venganza. El rico o el que venia 
de la ciudad era el enemigo. El médico, el profesor o el 
artista era el enemigo. El que hacia el mas minimo reparo al 
marxismo era el enemigo. El que no comia la sopa de arroz 
con gusto — un kilo para cuarenta personas — y agradecia 
por ella era el enemigo. El que no trabajaba hasta romperse 
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el espinazo era el enemigo. El que se dormia en las charlas 
nocturnas de adoctrinamiento comunista era el enemigo. 
Solo el mudo, el ignorante, el obediente ciego tenia derecho 
de vivir”. 

Le pregunto a Sen Phon quiénes eran los asesinos 
y me responde “eran gente muy normal como tu y yo, 
pensaban que si ellos no mataban primero, alguien les iba a 
matar Pero basicamente era gente perfectamente normal. 
Tal vez la caracteristica que puedo resaltar en los soldados 
mas fanaticos es que eran muy Jdévenes, incluso niflos — y 
los niflos son los mas crueles de todos porque no pueden 
ponerse en el lugar del otro, pensar en el sufrimiento del 
otro —. Ellos pensaban que todo abuso estaba justificado 
porque finalmente se iba a construir una sociedad justa”’. 

Sen Phon, con su pelo blanco y desordenado, sentado 


en cuclillas, me mira y suelta una carcajada sonora. “Es que 
luego de pasar todo un dia contigo me he dado cuenta 
de que aunque no entiendo nada de lo que tu dices, ni 
tu, lo que yo digo" — traduce mi amigo Peter — “tu y 
yo nos reimos en el mismo idioma’. Otra carcajada deli- 
ciosa, ““j!ves lo bien que me rio en espafol?)”, 
bendito abandono”’ . 

“tY ves lo bien que me rio yo en Khmer?” le digo agra- 
decido, profundamente agradecido. 

jQué horrores se han cometido en nombre de la Justi- 
cia, de la religidn, de la paz! El camino es tan importante 
como el fin. Cuanta falta nos hace sonreir, dialogar, compar- 
tir El camino a la paz se construye con actos minimos y 
concretos de buena voluntad. ;Cudntos pdjaros pardos 
necesitaremos dejar en libertad para recuperar la bondad? 


“me rio con 


CAMBODIA 


The waters of the Tonle Sap River look still, almost 
motionless. The river is in no hurry. This is the city of 
Phnom Penh, flowing alongside the river Fishermen drift 
by with their precious cargo; barges incessantly crisscross 
the chocolate-colored waters; canoes carry tourists to 
the islands and the villages along the river with their 
Muslim and Vietnamese minorities. People gather all along 
the wall beside the river, on this avenue built on a large 
dike that in the rainy season barely holds back the river. 
During the rainy season, the river swells up like a hungry 
jungle animal. 

As night falls, families enjoy a picnic beside the river. 
Stalls and stands sell smoked fish, grilled fish with peanut 
sauce, strips of meat cooked on charcoal braziers, white rice 
mixed with a slightly fermented fish paste, and khao phoune, 
rice-noodle soup with coconut milk, mint, lemon, and ginger, 
but without the spice they use in Thailand. Beside the pagoda 
are the lotus and incense vendors — offerings to the smiling 
Buddha — shirtless men selling fragile brown birds that the 
faithful set free, to cleanse their karma. Fortune-tellers try 
to trap shifty fate under their wan oil lamps; fifteen-year 
old monks, heads shaved, dressed in long orange robes, 
listen open-mouthed to the latest rock singer; and couples 
embrace surreptitiously among the crowd gathered around 
the snake-charmer. 

Cambodia has unquestionably suffered as much as 
any country on earth. Indochina has been in conflict for 


centuries, with only brief parentheses of peace. But the 
years following 1970 — first when It become involved 
in the Vietnam War and then with the genocidal Khmer 
Rouge regime, which murdered a third of the population 
— have left an especially profound mark on the country. 
It is common to see people who are mutilated. The 
psychological damage is harder to see, but you discover it 
if you scratch the surface. 

| remember one afternoon with a charming old 
gentleman, Sen Phon, in the village of Jummik. | talked to him 
a long time about the Pol Pot regime. The most idealistic of 
the Cambodians, those who wanted to build a just, egalitarian 
society, turned into monsters when they came to power Sen 
Phon told me this: “What the Khmer Rouge did was give 
power to the marginalized, the resentful, the most ignorant; 
many of them were driven by revenge.A rich man, a person 
who came from the city, was the enemy.A doctor, a professor, 
an artist was the enemy. Any person who had the slightest 
reservation about Marxism was the enemy. Any person who 
did not eat his soup with rice enthusiastically enough — two 
pounds for forty people — and give thanks for it was the 
enemy. Any person who did not work until he dropped was 
the enemy.Any person who fell asleep during the Communist 
indoctrination classes was the enemy. Only the mute, the 
ignorant, the obedient blind had the right to live.’ 

| asked Sen Phon who the murderers were, and he 
answered, “Normal people, like you and |. They thought 
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that if they didn’t kill first, someone would kill them. But 
basically they were perfectly normal people. The one 
thing that characterized the most fanatical soldiers may 
be that they were all so young, some even just children 
— and children are the most cruel of all because they 
cannot put themselves in the other person's place, cannot 
think of the other person's suffering. They think that all 
abuse Is justified because at last, a just society is going to 
be built.” 

Sen Phon, with his tousled white hair, squatting, looked at 
me and laughed out loud."‘It's that after spending a whole day 
with you, I've realized that although | don’t understand a thing 


you say, and you don't understand a thing | say’ my friend Peter 
translated, ‘we laugh in the same language.” Another delicious 
burst of laughter. ““You see how well | laugh in Spanish?!” 

| laugh with blessed abandon! ‘And you see how 
well | laugh in Khmer?’ | say to him gratefully — for | am 
profoundly grateful. 

What horrors have been committed in the name 
of justice, religion, peace! The road is as important as the 
destination. How much we need to laugh, talk, share. The 
road to peace is built by tiny concrete acts of good will. 
How many little brown birds must we set free in order to 
recover goodness? 
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Jummik (1999) 


Kampong Chnang (1999) 


1999) 


Siem Reap ( 
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Kampong Chnang (1999) 


Phnom Penh (1999) 
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Siem Reap (1999) 


Botiza (2000) 


RUMANIA 


Llegsué cansado en el tren de la mafiana y ful a mi 
pequefia pension, una casa sencilla con flores en el balcdn, 
en el pueblito de Botiza, cerca de la frontera con Ucrania. 
Habia empezado a cerrar los ojos cuando el duefio del 
hotel llamdé a mi puerta angustiado: “jLe buscan, le buscan 
sefior Corrall”.""Es imposible, yo no conozco a nadie aqui’, 
le dije.“Si, es a usted a quien buscan”’. 

Al bajar me encontré con un hombre menudo, de unos 
ochenta aftos, jorobado, con lagrimas los ojos. Se quitd el 
sombrero y con mucha timidez me dijo: ‘Ha muerto mi 
esposa, el sol de mis dias, mi compafera, mi loana. Me 
contaron que usted llegd al pueblo y venia a pedirle que 
nos acompafie. Venga por favor a mi casa”. 

Era una pequefia casa de madera tallada, cubiertas 
las paredes con tapices e fconos, casa de campesinos. 
Me invitaron a entrar al dormitorio donde se velaba a 
la sefora loana. Solo las mujeres estaban paradas alrede- 
dor del ataud. No lloraban: cantaban. Unos cantos lasti- 
meros, desgarrados, que recogian el dolor y lo elevaban. 
Las mujeres se turnaban en el canto. “;Recuerdas loana 
cuando caminabamos por el monte y pastadbamos las 
ovejas?” decia la una. Y la otra respondia cantando: “;Y 
recuerdas cuando hornedbamos el pan y conversdébamos 
y tejiamos junto al fogdn?”. Cada amiga tenia un recuerdo, 


una estrofa improvisada, y juntas iban reconstruyendo la 
vida de esa mujer campesina. 

jQué dulzura en esa despedida, qué dolor sentido, 
verdadero! A través de encuentros como estos, uno se 
siente parte de la familia humana. 

En Rumania me sentf como en casa. Es un pais latino. El 
idioma rumano comparte raices con el espafol, mi lengua; 
y es un pals mas bien pobre, como el mio. A las pocas 
semanas, ya comprendia lo basico. Fui a fin de hacer un 
reportaje para una estupenda revista espafola que se 
llamaba Planeta Humano.A diferencia de los demas paises 
de la drbita soviética, el comunismo termind en Rumania de 
manera violenta: el nefasto Ceausescu fue ejecutado luego 
de una multitudinaria rebelidn. 

Aun se encuentran en todo lado rastros del régimen 
desmesurado de Ceausescu. El dictador estaba convencido 
de que constru/a un nuevo pais, una sociedad en la que todos 
serian iguales y la justicia serfa para todos. En tal contexto, 
nada de lo que habia existido antes tenia valor ni sentido. 

Uno de los programas mas ambiciosos del gobierno 
pretendia arrasar con motoniveladoras los pequefios 
pueblos medioevales, para construir modernas ciudades 
industriales. El dictador tuvo tiempo de destruir algunos 
pueblitos de madera. Ahora, en las tierras que ocuparon 


147 


148 


durante siglos, sdlo quedan en pie unos edificios multifa- 
miliares abandonados: los pueblos perdieron su vitalidad, 
su espontaneidad. 

Algo parecido ocurrid en Hunedoara. El gobierno decidid 
construir la planta siderurgica mas grande de Europa, la que 
supuestamente llevaria a Rumania a la modernidad. Se cons- 
truyé un gran elefante blanco y una ciudad para treinta mil 
personas a fin de que vivieran en ella los trabajadores. Cuando 
Ceausescu cayd, entraron hordas enfurecidas a la fabrica y 
la saquearon. Hunedoara es ahora una ruina humeante, un 
monumento a la arrogancia del hombre industrial. 

No logro comprender cémo hay quien, de buena 
fe, todavia suefa en la implementacio6n de gobiernos de 
corte soviético; cémo hay personas que aun creen en los 
socialismos estalinistas,a pesar del desastre que estos regi- 
menes provocaron en el mundo. Lo que caracterizaba a 
estos gobiernos facticos era, simplemente, el hecho de 
que estaban inspirados en un gran proyecto de reingenieria 
social, una visiOn que se pretendia “‘verdadera’’ del mundo, 
y, al mismo tiempo, los gobiernos carecian de organos de 
control independientes, de contrapesos. 

Tengo la conviccién de que toda dictadura, de que todo 
gobierno que ejerce el poder sin respetar limite alguno, es 
un gobierno nefasto. Las dictaduras, sean de izquierda o de 
derecha (categorias que sirven para descalificar al que no 


piensa igual) son solo eso: dictaduras. No importa si estan 
inspiradas en la bondad cristiana o en la voluntad de cons- 
trucci6n de una sociedad igualitaria contraria al imperia- 
lismo, no. La sustancia, la base de una sociedad moderna es 
el reconocimiento de los derechos de cada persona, de los 
derechos del otro, del que no piensa igual. Y, por otro lado, 
la necesidad de que el poder — todo poder — contemple 
limites, contrapesos. 

Rumania es un pais que sufrid durante décadas la tutela 
de un gobierno refundador y mesidnico. Basta recordar la 
historia para comprender que en nombre de las utopias 
se ha creado pobreza, guerra, hambre. O, simplemente, 
ineficiencia, capricho, personalismo, pobre populismo que 
envilece las ideas y nos hace creer que es mejor dividirnos 
que encontrar nuestra identidad en la pertenencia a la gran 
familia humana. 

El pais se esta liberando rapidamente de sus prejuicios, 
de sus taras. Las cludades son modernas y estan plenamente 
integradas a Europa. Los pueblos del interior, en cambio, son 
tesoros vivientes de una agri-cultura mds cercana al campo, 
a las tradiciones, a la comunidad; de un estilo de vida en vias 
de extincidn en Europa. En estos pueblos aun se canta con 
fervor a los muertos, aun se invita con calor a un extrafio 
a compartir sus duelos, y se celebra el valor intimo del pan 
y de la tierra. 


ROMANIA 


| was tired when | arrived on the morning train, so 
| went right to the small pension where | was to stay, a 
simple house with flowers on the balcony in the little town 
of Botiza, near the Ukrainian border. | had just closed my 
eyes when the owner of the hotel knocked at my door 
crying, “There's someone to see you, someone to see you, 
Mr. Corral!” He sounded anguished. 

“That's not possible,” | told him; “Il don’t know 
anybody here.” 

“Yes, yes, they've asked for you.’ 

When | went downstairs | found a little man waiting 
for me: eighty years old or so, hunchbacked, with tears in 
his eyes. He took off his hat and very shyly said to me, “My 
wife, the light of my days, my friend, my companion, my 
loana, has died. | was told you'd arrived and | came to ask 
if you'd come to be with us. Come to my house, please.” 

It was a little wooden house with hand-hewn walls 
and rafters, tts walls covered with tapestries and icons — a 
country person’s house. They invited me to go into the room 
where loana’s body had been laid. Only the women were 
standing around the casket. They were not crying, they were 
singing. The singing was pitiful, heartwrenching — it took 
grief and elevated it. The women took turns singing."‘Do you 
remember loana when we'd walk through the hills, watching 
the sheep as they grazed?” one would wail. And another 
would answer: “And remember when we'd bake the bread 
and talk and knit beside the chimney?” Each old friend had a 


memory, an improvised strophe, and together, one by one, 
they reconstructed the life of this simple woman. 

How sweet that farewell; what sensible, true pain! 
It is these encounters that make one feel part of the 
human family. 

In Romania | felt at home. It is a Latin country. Romanian, 
the language, shares its roots with Spanish, my own tongue; 
Romania the country is poor like my own.Within a few weeks 
| could understand enough to get around.| had gone there to 
do a report for a wonderful Spanish magazine called Planeta 
Humano, “Human Planet.’ Unlike other countries within the 
Soviet orbit, in Romania Communism met a violent end: the 
monstrous Ceausescu was killed after a massive rebellion. 

Everywhere one sees traces of Ceausescu's grandiose 
regime. He was convinced that he was building a new nation, 
a society in which everyone would be equal and there'd be 
justice for all. Within that context, nothing that had existed 
prior to his coming had any value or meaning. One of the 
government's most ambitious programs involved taking 
huge earth-moving machines and razing all the country's 
little medieval villages and building modern industrial cities. 
He'd had enough time to destroy several little wooden 
villages, where now all that's left standing are abandoned 
multifamily apartment blocks. The towns lost their vitality, 
their spontaneity. 

Much the same thing happened in Hunedoara. The 
government decided to build the largest iron and steel 
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plant in Europe, a facility that would bring Romania into 
the modern age. What was built, though, was a huge white 
elephant, with a city of thirty thousand people around it, 
for the workers. When Ceausescu fell, hordes invaded the 
plant and sacked It. Hunedoara is now a smoking ruin, a 
monument to the arrogance of Industrial Man. 

| cannot understand how anyone can dream of creating 
governments in the Soviet fashion, how anyone can believe 
in Stalinist socialisms after the disasters those regimes have 
brought down upon the world. What characterized those 
governments was three things: the belief that they were 
based on a‘‘true” vision of the world, the belief that a huge 
social engineering project was actually possible, and the lack 
of any agency of outside, independent control, the lack of a 
counterweight of any kind. 

| am convinced that any dictatorship, any government 
that exercises power without limits (self-imposed or 
imposed from without), is a black government, indeed. 
Dictatorships, whether of the Right or the Left (categories 
used to discredit those who don't think the same way you 
do), are just that — dictatorships. It matters not whether 
they're inspired by notions of Christian goodness or the 


dream of constructing an egalitarian society opposed to 
capitalist imperialism. The substance, the basis of a modern 
society is the recognition of the rights of every person, the 
rights of the other the person who doesn't think the same 
way you do. And there is also the necessity that power 
— any sort of power — have limits, counterweights. 

Romania Is a country that suffered for decades under 
the black hand of a messianic government whose mission 
was to re-found the nation. A brief look back at history 
should remind us that in the name of utopias, governments 
have created poverty, war, starvation, or less dramatically, 
inefficiency, caprice, cults of personality, a lame kind of 
populism that impoverishes ideas and make us think that it’s 
better to divide ourselves into factions than to find identity 
and belonging in the great human family. 

Romania is quickly shedding its prejudices, ts phobias now. 
ts cities are modern, and fully integrated into Europe. The 
towns In the interior on the other hand, are living treasures of 
a more agricultural time — closer to the earth, to tradition, 
to the community, to a style of life that is almost extinct in 
Europe. In these towns, neighbors still sing fervent songs to 
the dead and celebrate the heartfelt value of bread and soll. 


Petrila (2000) 


Hunedoara (2000) 
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Hunedoara (2000) 
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Cartisoara (2000) 


Botiza (2000) 
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Botiza (2000) 


Maramures (2000) 
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Botiza (2000) 


Botiza (2000) 
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Botiza (2000) 
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Botiza (2000) 


162 


Sighetu-Marmatiei (2000) 


Fernando Gavito & Mariana Dragone, Club Gricel, Buenos Aires (2002) 


EL TANGO 


Para vivir se necesita de poesia. Me refiero a la licencia 
que concedemos al mundo de tocarnos, de transformarnos, 
de herirnos; de arrebatarnos, de elevarnos, de hundirnos; de 
rescatarnos, de exponernos, de arroparnos, de desnudarnos. 

“Uno”, ese tango tan amado de Enrique Santos 
Discépolo, dice “Uno busca lleno de esperanzas el camino 
que los suefos prometieron a sus ansias... Sabe que la 
lucha es cruel y es mucha, pero lucha y se desangra por la fe 
que lo empecina. Uno va arrastrandose entre espinas y en 
su afan de dar su amor sufre y se destroza hasta entender, 
que uno se ha quedado sin corazon. Precio de un castigo 
que uno entrega, por un beso que no llega, o un amor que 
lo engafid...”” 

Cuando se vive con poesia, se ponen en riesgo el 
corazon, los afectos, la paz. Se arriesgan la mente, la piel, 
los huesos. 

El tango es la musica de los inmigrantes — italianos, 
espafioles, alemanes — que llegaron al Rio de la Plata a fina- 
les del siglo XIX. Lo habian dejado todo: es natural que el 
tango esté imbuido de nostalgia. Pero no de una nostalgia 
sin redencidn; todo lo contrario: de una nostalgia que se 
transfigura en el abrazo, anclada al didlogo de los cuerpos. 
La musica y las letras de tango son nostalgia pura, pero el 
baile es sensualidad, presencia, intercambio. Redencidn. 

La nostalgia y la sensualidad se necesitan y se nutren 


en circulo virtuoso. Para vencer la nostalgia es necesario 
declarar el triunfo de los sentidos, afirmar la importancia 


concreta del aqui y del ahora. Y los sentidos — cuando 
se experimentan en plenitud — son mas tarde fuente de 
nostalgia. 


Cuando fui por primera vez a Buenos Aires los espec- 
taculos de tango me parecieron tan falsos, la sensualidad tan 
exagerada, los gestos tan carentes de poesia, que pensé que 
el tango habia muerto. En ese momento escribi: 

“Llueve y no ha parado de llover desde que llegué. El 
abandono esta hecho de lluvia, de desfiles incesantes de 
lluvia, de temporadas inesperadas de lluvia, de espacios 
estrechos de sol entre la Iluvia. El abandono esta hecho 
de amores tristes, de amores marcados por el silencio, de 
amores que intentan mantenerse a flote a pesar de tanta 
lluvia. No, no es que todos los amores sean tristes, ni que 
la lluvia dibuje nuestro destino. No, no me refiero a eso. 
Me refiero a que este largo y profundo abandono esta 
hecho de otros mds pequefios, de palabras nunca dichas, 
de ternuras que nunca se atrevieron a nacer, de abrazos 
imposibles”, 

Impulsada por la lluvia, la nostalgia se me metid en los 
huesos. Y entonces el tango me tomé por asalto. Conocf a 
Tito, un poeta de la calle, vendedor de vino y de zapatos, un 
loco que baila tango cada noche de su vida. Con él recorri 
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la noche de Buenos Aires. Descubri que el tango esta vivo 
en lugares escondidos, privados, que el turista no llega a 
conocer. Es un mundo con reglas propias. En las milongas 
— los espacios de baile — aun estan los cafiches y las amas 
de casa, los amantes y las parejas de abuelos, los marginales 
y las divorciadas, los poderosos y los don Nadie, los j6venes 
y los que no se atreven a envejecer. Todos en el mismo sitio, 
jugando roles contrapuestos, actores de una comedia deli- 
closa que se reinventa cada noche. Todos ren y juegan a no 
morir Pero cuando entran a la pista de baile lo hacen con 
devocidn, en silencio, como si en ese abrazo se estuviesen 
jugando su destino. 

Fernando Gavito, muy amigo de Tito, era uno de aque- 
llos devotos. Considerado el mas grande bailarin de tango, 
cuando entraba a la pista todos los que le miraban se 
quedaban sin aliento. Sus movimientos lentos y deliberados 
amenazaban la ley de la gravedad, llegaban al limite mismo 
del equilibrio. 


Recuerdo perfectamente una noche en el Club Gricel, 
poco tiempo antes de su muerte. Mariana, su compafiera 
de baile, se recostd en él, apoyada sdlo en la frente de 
Gavito y en la punta de sus propios pies. Era un acto de 
absoluta entrega, el mas minimo error los hubiera Ilevado 
al piso aparatosamente. Aquella fotografia se ha convertido 
para mien el simbolo del eros: ‘me entrego a ti con absoluta 
certeza; tu eres mi equilibrio’. 

La definicidn mas reveladora del tango es la que usan 
los viejos de la noche: tango es el abrazo. Mas alla de la 
musica, de la poesia lunfarda, del coqueteo incesante y 
la presencia arrebatadora de los sentidos, esta ese acto 
humano, humanisimo. Al abrazarnos nos rescatamos del 
abandono, nos identificamos como miembros de nuestra 
especie. El abrazo es una poderosa herramienta de alqui- 
mia: da dulzura incluso a la tristeza. Somos la especie que 
abraza, que acoge, que toca, que envuelve, que protege. El 
tango convierte al abrazo en humanisima poesia. 


TANGO 


Life is not life without poetry. I’m talking about the 
license we give the world to touch us, change us, wound us, 
carry us away, lift us up, drag us down, save us, expose US, 
wrap us In warmth, strip us naked. 

Uno, Enrique Santos Discépolo's beloved tango, says, 
“Filled with hope, we seek the path our dreams have 
promised our desires... The struggle is hard, and it is long, 
but struggle anyway, and bleed for the faith that drives you 
on. Through the thorns we crawl, and in our thirst to give 
our love, we suffer and destroy until at last we see that 
we've no heart anymore — the price of a punishment we 
undergo, a kiss we never receive, a love that left us low...” 

When we live with poetry, we risk our heart, our 
feelings, our peace. We risk our mind, our skin, our bones. 

The tango is the music of immigrants — Italians, 
Spaniards, Germans — who came to the area of the Rio 
de la Plata in the late nineteenth century. They had left 
everything behind — it's only natural that the tango should 
be filled with nostalgia. But it's not an unredeemed nostalgia; 
quite the contrary. It’s a nostalgia that is transfigured by an 
embrace, that finds harbor in the dialog of bodies. The music 
and lyrics of the tango are pure nostalgia, but the dance 
itself is all sensuality, presence, exchange. Redemption. 

Nostalgia and sensuality need one another and nourish 
one another It’s a virtuous circle: to overcome nostalgia 
one must declare the triumph of the senses, assert the 
concrete importance of the here and now. And afterward, 


the senses — when one Is fully alive — become the source 
of nostalgia. 

When | went to Buenos Aires for the first time, the 
tango shows seemed so false to me, the sensuality so 
exaggerated, the gestures so lacking all poetry that | thought 
the tango was dead. About that experience | wrote this: 

“It’s raining, and it's been raining since the moment 
| arrived. Abandonment is made of rain, of unceasing 
processions of rain, of unexpected seasons of rain, of 
narrow slits of sun through the rain. Abandonment is made 
of sad love affairs, of love affairs marked by silence, of love 
affairs that try to stay afloat despite all the rain. No, it's not 
that all love affairs are sad, or that rain shapes our destiny. 
No, I’m not talking about that. I’m talking about the fact that 
this long, profound abandonment is made of other, smaller 
abandonments, of words never spoken, of gestures of 
tenderness that were never born, of impossible embraces.’ 
Driven by the rain, nostalgia penetrated my bones. And 
then the tango took me by storm, so to speak — another 


sort of storm. | met Tito, a street poet, a vendor of wine 
and shoes, a loco who danced tango every night of his life. 
With him, | wandered through the Buenos Aires night. | 
discovered that the tango is alive in hidden, private places 
that the tourist never sees. It’s a world with Its own laws. In 
the milongas — the places where people go to dance — 
the pimps and housewives, the lovers and the grandparents 
still together after all these years, the marginal males and 
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the gay divorcees, the powerful and the nobodies, the 
young and those who can't bear to grow old are all still 
to be found. All in the same place, playing their juxtaposed 
roles, actors in a delicious comedy that’s reinvented every 
night. They all laugh and pretend they aren't dying. But when 
they step onto the dance floor they do so with devotion, in 
silence, as though in that embrace their entire destiny were 
on the line. 

Fernando Gavito, a friend of my friend Tito’s, was one 
of those devotees. Considered the greatest tango dancer 
in Buenos Aires, when he stepped onto the dance floor 
everyone that looked at him held their breath. His slow, 
deliberate movements challenged the law of gravity; they 
defied every notion of balance that one had ever entertained. 
| remember one night at the Club Gricel, shortly before his 
death. Mariana, his dancing partner, leaned against him, held 
up by nothing more than Gavito’s forehead and the tips 


of her own toes. It was an act of absolute surrender The 
slightest error would have brought them both tumbling to 
the floor That photograph has become, for me, the absolute 
definition of eros: | surrender to you with absolute certainty; 
you are my balance. 

The most revealing definition of tango comes from the 
old men of the night: tango is embrace. More than music, 
more than the poetry of the old-time language of lunfardo, 
more than the constant flirting and the overwhelming 
presence of the senses, it is the embrace that expresses 
our humanity — more than any other thing we do. When 
we embrace one another we rescue one another from 
abandonment, we identify ourselves as members of our 
species. An embrace is a powerful, alchemical tool: it turns 
sadness into sweet. We are the species that embraces, that 
takes in, that touches, that swathes, that protects. The tango 
turns an embrace into human poetry. 


Bar de Roberto, Buenos Aires (2002) 


Pepe Libertella & Luis Stazo, Club Huracan, Buenos Aires (2001) 


Facundo & Maggie, El Beso, Buenos Aires (2006) 
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Escuela de Dinzel, Buenos Aires (2002) 
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Daniel Melingo, Buenos Aires (2002) 
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San Telmo, Buenos Aires (2002) 


San Telmo, Buenos Aires (2001) 


Bar de Roberto, Buenos Aires (2002) 


178 


Bar de Roberto, Buenos Aires (2002) 


Montevideo, Uruguay (2002) 


San Telmo, Buenos Aires (2002) 
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Jennifer Kahl, Buenos Aires (2001) 
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Milonga Lo 


De Celia, Buenos Aires (2001) 


Dani, Portefio y Bailarin (2006) 


EL BALCON 
San Telmo 
Argentina 


Alejandro & Natalia, San Telmo, Buenos Aires (2001) 
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La Boca, Buenos Aires (1999) 


La Boca, Buenos Aires (1999) 


Diana & Cachito, Buenos Aires (1999) 


Sunderland, Buenos Aires (2001) 


Facundo & Maggie, Buenos Aires (2002) 


A Carolina Hidalgo, ese dulce angelito que 
me rescatd de la negra noche del alma. 


A mi familia: Al Suco, que siempre estuvo a mi 
lado.A Byron y Maria, tan cercanos y queridos.A Felipe, 
Amaranta, Daniela y Miguel.A Jim y Mary Ann. 


A mis amigos y asistentes: Julia Ortega, Santiago Palacios, 

Francisco Beckmann, Florencia Mena, Suellen Thompson, Pia Gazzella, 
Maria José Ospina, Julianne Ortale, Verénica Herranz, Peter Degen, 
Laura Beldiman, Luis Cardozo, Tito Franquelo, Manuel Carrasco, 
Pablo Senarega, Meghan St John, Ejay Jackson, Lorena Guillén 
Vaschetti, Patricio Tipan; Damiao, Rodrigo y Anderson Oliveira. 


A Edmundo Ribadeneira.A Silvia Larghero, Fernando Tinajero 
y Violeta Coppo.A Eudoxia Estrella y Guillermo Larrazabal. 


A Santiago Gangotena y Carlos Montufar A Paco 
Valdivieso, quien me abrio todas las puertas. 


A Loup Langton y Kent Kobersteen. 

A la Susanita Cordero, y al maestro y amigo Andy Hurley. Al 

Pajaro Febres-Cordero. A Patricia Ullauri, Maria Elena Machuca, Maria 
Fernanda Cedefto, Manuel Malo, Avelina Pérez. A Ramiro Almeida. 

A todas las queridas personas cuyos caminos se 

cruzaron con el mio. Sin ellos nada de esto existiria. 


En memoria del Julito y la Eulalita, mis padres. 


To Carolina Hidalgo, that sweet angel who 
rescued me from the black night of the soul. 


To my family: Suco, who's always been beside me; 


Byron and Maria, close to my heart; Jim and Mary Ann, my 
second parents; Felipe, Amaranta, Dani and Miguel. 


To my friends and assistants: Julia Ortega, Santiago Palacios, 
Francisco Beckmann, Florencia Mena, Suellen Thompson, Pia Gazzella, 
Maria José Ospina, Julianne Ortale, Verénica Herranz, Peter Degen, 
Laura Beldiman, Luis Cardozo, Tito Franquelo, Manuel Carrasco, 
Pablo Senarega, Meghan St John, Ejay Jackson, Lorena Guillén 
Vaschetti, Patricio Tipan; Damiao, Rodrigo y Anderson Oliveira. 


To Edmundo Ribadeneira. To Silvia Larghero, Fernando Tinajero, 

and Violeta Coppo. To Eudoxia Estrella and Guillermo Larrazabal. 

To Santiago Gangotena and Carlos Montufar. To 

Paco Valdivieso, who opened all the doors. 

To Loup Langton and Kent Kobersteen. 

To Susanita Cordero and to maestro and friend Andy Hurley. To 
Pajaro Febres-Cordero. To Patricia Ullauri, Maria Elena Machuca, Maria 
Fernanda Cedefio, Manuel Malo, Avelina Pérez. To Ramiro Almeida. 


To all the wonderful people whose paths have crossed 
mine. Without them, none of this would exist. 


To the memory of Julito and Eulalita. 


